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PREFACE 



TO 



SECOND EDITION, 



JL HE Preface to the firft Edition of this 
work I have here omitted; not becaufe the 
obfervations it contained were unintereft- 
ing, but, m general, irrelevant to the Poems. 
Sentiments may be good in themfelves, but 
mifplaced ; and in an infroduftion to a Vo- 
lume like the prefent, digreffions are not 
expefted on metaphyfics, politics, or theo- 
logy. 

The 



( iv ) 

The Tale of Ricardo and Cassan- 
DRA, in its leading feature, is founded on 

faa. 

RefpeQing the Poem of Lee Boo, it 
may be proper to inform the Reader, upon 
examining Keate's Hiftory of the Pelew 
Iflands, it appeared to me, that the depar- 
ture ot Lee Boo from his friends and his 
country, muft have excited feelings favour- 
able to Poetry ; and which, from being 
founded in Nature, are applicable to every 
clime. But, though the Father and the 
Son required to have been prominent cha- 
ra6lers, yet, another perfon appeared want- 
ing to give fcope to the imagination, and 
to acquire the more particular interell of the 
reader: this perfon I have named Dor ack ; 
and, though an account of no fuch charafter 
has reached us, yet, in fome other name fhe 
may have exilled ; indeed, it was morally 

impof- 



( V ) 

impofTible that a King's fon, fo elegant in 
his manners, and with fach mental endow- 
ments, fhould have lived in that couniry to 
the age of eighteen, without feeling a per- 
fonal attachment. Proceeding, therefore, 
on the high probability of the circumftance, 
1 have reafoned upon it in a manner that 
is now, with fome hefitation, fubmitted to 
the eye of the public. 

It is fuggefled to thofe Readers who 
may deem many of the expreffions too 
civilized tor an Inhabitant of Pelew, that 
the ideas only are prefumed upon ; and as 
1 am not now writing to the natives of Co- 
ROORAA, I hope I may be pardoned in 
giving their ideas in an European drefs. 

J. c. 
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THE 



BAPTIST, 



o 



'ER Jordan's wave and wild Bethabara's plain. 
Where rocks on rocks in clouded grandeur reign ; 
Dark-fhaded forefls fpread their empire wide. 
And whiten'd torrents lave the mountain's fide ; 
The Prophet John retir'd from mortal fight, c 

To bafk at large in Heaven's refulgent light ; 

B 2 



4 JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

Around his loins a leathern belt he wore, 

Of Camel's hair a fhaggy veftment bore ; 

Amid the foliag'd gloom he pafs'd his time, 

Or o'er the mountain crag ellay'd to climb, lo 

No lilken couch or lloried roof he found ; 

A ftone his pillow, and his bed th& ground ; 

No note harmonious fwell'd the defert blaft. 

No coftly changes lengthen'd his repaft ; 

The God of Abraham tun'd his mental ear, ir 

The God of Ifaac fent his locufls near. 

The God of Jacob calm'd the angiy wind, 

And the wild honey taught him where to find, 

Pour'd on his foul the ray prophetic, giv'n 

To point to man the dawning path to Heav'n. 20 

When fame had rais'd amid th' unletter'd throns 
A wifh to hear the heaven-born Prophet's fongj 



JOHN THE baptist; 5 

Borne o'er the fultry glebe and pathlefs wild, 
The anxious parent and the wondering child, 
Fill'd with celeftial zeal he wav'd his hand ; 25 

And thus with folemn awe addrefs'd the lifl'ningband. 

There ftandeth one amongft you, yet unknown. 
The Eternal's Son, and Partner of his throne ; 
Before the world was fafhion'd into form, 
And o'er the wat'ry chaos pafs'd the ftorm, 30 

His fee ret thought the ruthlefs winds obey. 
He fpake and darknefs brighten'd into day, 
Afpiring trees from fteril clods arife, 
And Eden's richeft fragrance fills the fkies. 

The heav'n-anointed Prophets oft have told, 3,5 
What diftant, favour'd ages fhould unfold ; 



5 JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

This is that age, behold falvation nighl 

Let every heart rejoice, let every tear be dry. 

Long have mankind in pagan bondage lain ; 

Your race full long fuftain'd a ritual chain ; 40 

Long has the Ibul in darknefs pin'd away. 

With here and there a folitary ray ; 

But now the fun of righteoufnefs Ihall rife, 

And beams refulgent burft upon your eyes. 

Your fathers faw with extacies untold, 45 

The joyful day your eyes fhall foon behold. 
By faith enrich'd, their opening views fublime, 
With blooming years beyond the bound of time ; 
But now no longer cherifh'd by a few, 
Each thirfhy fhrub ftiall fip the heavenly dew, 50 
From winter's ftorm-beat grave exulting rife ; 
And with new verdure hail ferener fkies. 



JOHN THE BAPTIST. 7 

Of whom I fpeak, foon fhall you fee him near. 
No flaming God to rouze his creature's fear, 
No potent Chief viftorious arms to guide, 55 

Born to controulj and nurs'd in royal pride ; 
But in the promis'd feed, with afpe6l mild, 
Your eyes fhall greet the fpirit of a child, 

'Tis not to grafp the laurels of the great 
Your Saviour comes, to blaze in regal ftate, 60 

Kingdoms invade, and conqueft's curfes fhower, 
Nations to fcourgCjOr fruitful climes devours 

9 

Peafants unwrong'd infpire with ardour dread. 
To rob fome diftant peafants of their bread ; 
But to condemn ambition's ruthlefs fway, 6^ 

To tell mankind no more on man to prey, 
To teach humility, bid difcord ceafe, 
And plant the feeds of univerfal peace, 

B 4 



8 JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

Thefe hands unworthy of fo great a charge, 
Dare not prefume his latchet to enlarge ; 'JO 

From the pure bofom of his Father, fee I 
(Wonder oh Heavens ! thou Earth aftonifh'd be !) 
Affuming mortal form, the Prince of Peace 
Defcends to bid the powers of darknefs ceafe : 
To fpeak his might my tongue would ftrivein vain, 75 
To paint his worth exceeds an Angel's flrain, 
Wide as created bounds his goodnefs proves, 
Vaft as the range of thought his Spirit moves, 
From him the Pleafures run their fmiling race, 
And every joy which cheers creation's.f 80 

Glance on the heavens above, the earth beneath. 
See fportive life in forms ten thoufand breathe. 
Amid the fun-beam's warmth what myriads fair, 
Charm the mus'd ear, or wanton through the air : 



JOHN THE BAPTIST. ^ g 

Say what untutor'd energy of thought, 85 

This countlefs train of fhapes to being brought, 
All form'd to ferve fome feparate end aright 
Beyond the narrow verge of human fight. 

Learn with delight through heaven's ethereal fpace, 
What fecret hand fupports the feather'd race ; 90 
What feeling heart provides a full fupply, 
And arms with piercing glance the vulture's eye : 
That power firfl bade the plumy tribes appear. 
That God fupports them in their fhort career ; 
From guiding comets round the orb of day, * 95 

From pointing (forms their defolating way, 
His ear regards the hungry raven's call. 
His eye defcends to mark the fparrow fall ; 
To grant the vegetating world his aid, 
To guard from ambient ill each rifmg blade, 100 
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Whofe flrains of filent eloquence proclaim* 
The power, which Angels vainly ftrive to name. 

If nature*s lower works your plaudit raife. 
If finite objefts claim unbounded praife; 
Exalt your wilder'd glance to fcenes on high, 105 
Where Heaven's fair offspring charms the wand'ring eye. 
See rolling worlds in ftated paths abide. 
See countlefs fyflems round their centres glide, 
Stars ever glorious blazing on their way, 
Or dimly clad in fancy's doubtful ray, liO 

And thefe but atoms of that boundlefs whole, 
Which ether fweeps beyond thevifual pole. 

Know ye, ye liflening tribes, to what ye tend ? 
Seek ye to know where life her race fhall end ? 
Count ye the Hngering moments long, that bind 1 15 
To earth's low confines man's immortal mind ? 



JOHN THE BAPTIST. 11 

This world unworthy you too highly rate, 

A thorn-ftrew'd paffage to a better ftate ; 

The joys which vibrate now your raptur'd brain, 

Compar'd with joys eternal, are but pain. 120 

Let not the veil of fenfe your profpeft hide, 
Nor Satan's wiles from heaven your fleps divide ; 
Ten thoufand mortal foes around you roam, 
Ten thoufand reftlefs minds, who want a home, 
An anchorage for their fouls, whofe tongues are led 125 
To blaft the narrow path, they fcorn to tread ; 
Ingenious trifles gain their thoughtlefs fmile ; 
The block that fpeaks, the fliell that charms awhile. 
The fhrub that bloffoms, and the fhream that winds, 
The bird that twitters, and the gem that fhines ; 130 
With glowing zed their ravifli'd eyes explore, 
But, the illumin'd fpirit pants for more : 
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If only here, our fhort-liv'd fteps remain. 

If endlefs fleep fucceed to years of pain, 

Then will we feek our forrows to beguile, 135 

And count the pafTmg moments with a fmile ; 

But, if ere long from little more than night, 

Our fpirits take their everlafting flight ; 

Launch to fome blifsful hemifphere afar, 

Beyond the full-orb 'd fun and twinkling ftar ; iaO 

Or dwell where nought enliv'ning cheers the foul. 

Where howling winds and deaf 'ning thunders roll, 

Where fick'ning mills and groans unceafing rife, • 

Where hatred reigns, and hope for ever flies. 

Indignant lightnings endlefs as their doom, 145 

In quick fucceflion dart along the gloom ; 

Ordain'dthe realms to taint with fulphurous brfeath: 

And light the dying gafp of vanquifh'd Death : 
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If, through Thee^ Life ! this fatal verge we tread, 
If fuch diftin6lions hang upon thy thread ; 150 

Far other thoughts immortal fouls fhould fway. 
And deathlefs minds far nobler calls obey : 
But thoughtlefs man, to weak deception prone. 
Fancies all lives uncertain but his own, 
Or ftill more wild, purfues delufion's tide, 255 

Owns the great truth, yet cafts the cares alide. 

Oh ! all ye liflening tribes, who this to hear^ 
Have dar'd the Jordan wide and defert drear. 
Think when a few revolving years are fled. 
To death ordain'd, where each fhall lay his head ; 260 
When the fcar'd fpirit hovering o'er the tomb, 
On diftant fhores awaits her lafting doom; 
Forc'd on the venturous furge to launch alone. 
The vain hope faded and the flrong heart flown, 



14 JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

The bleak winds howling, and the bark untry'd, 165 

The ocean ftormyj and the paffage wide ; 

O'er the black wave the eye reluftant toils, 

From the cold glance the fick'ning foul recoils : 

But hear, ye tribes, the truth from heaven receiv'd, 

To Abraham promis'd and with joy believ'd, ■> 170 

Your great MefTiah foon fhall be your guide. 

And fafely bear you o'er this boifterous tide ; 

Glory to God, th' angelic chorus fang, 

Good will to man, the ethereal concave rang, 

And whilft the tidings vibrate on your ear, 175 

The meek and lowly Jefus draweth near : 

What though your Prince in humble ftate be born, 

What though no crown the Saviour's head adorn ; 

For fallen man he lays his fceptre by, 

For your redemption leaves his native Iky. 180 
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No more fhall Death the king of terrors reign^ 
And o'er creation caft his icy chain, 
Defpair no longer heave the rending figh, 
And hope revolting cloud th' expiring eye ; 
But Faith defcending from the realms of light, 185 
Difpel your fearSj and aid your heaven-bound flight ; 
Lead you through him, whofe miflion 1 proclaimj 
From man's applaufe to feek eternal fame ; 
To fhun the paflin^ trifles of a day, 
To call from earth your wand'ring thoughts away, 1 go 
To fee beyond the dreary vale of time, 
A profpeft opening cloudlefs and fublime. 
Where mind fhall bloom, and thought unfliackPdgroWj 
Where pain no more the new-born foui fhall know, 
Where joys fubfl:antial, lafliing, and refin'd, 195 
Shall feaft the fenfes, and tranfport the mind, 
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Beyond what eye hath feen or heart conceiv'd. 
Prophet foretold or Patriarch believ'd : 
Where God fhall cleanfe the heart, no more to figh 
And wipe the final tear from every eye. 2O0 

< 
Soon Ihall your black horizon gleam with day. 
Nor death o'er nature caft a fickly ray, 
Soon fhall your mental darknefs take its flight, 
And IMMORTALITY be brought to light. 

But know, tho' all fhall fee the eternal flate, 205 
Far difFerent fcenes will different fouls await ; 
Many, who here have gone with honors crown 'd, 
Through life applauded, and in death renown'd, 
Have gain'd the monarch's fmile, the vulgar gaze, 
The ftatefman's honors, or the warrior's bays, 210 
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Robb'd of their tinfel charms, and borrow 'd light, 
Shall then their fruits receive in endlefs night : 
Yet hear with joy each heavy laden foul, 
O'er whom affliftion's fwelling furges roll ; 
Others opprefs'd, and poor, who here below, 215 
Have drank their cup of bitternefs and woe ; 
Whofe heads corroding cares have bent to earth, 
And roam'd dejeftion's viftim from their birth ; 
To death defcended by a gloomy way, 
Have found beyond the grave eternal day. 220 

If ye unting'd by prejudice receive 
Your coming Saviour, and his words believe, 
His precepts bind delighted to your heart, 
And life refign before you bid them part, 
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His meeknefs imitate, his patience fhare, 225 

Love what he lov'd, and what he fufFer'd bear j 
Tho' anguifh fmite your path, or wafting pain, 
The poor man's lot be your's, the captive's chain ; 
A better portion waits in yonder (kies, 
A golden harveft in reverfion lies, 230 
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Shewing to all the World-, 
What Woman's Love can d©. 
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Sir MALCOLM 



AND 



ALLA, 

A TALE. 



W, 



HERE Clyde tumultuous burfts his fource, 
The theme of Scottifh long, 
And near a mountain's craggy bafe. 
Meandering rolls along ; 

A venerable Lord of Ayre, 

With every virtue fraught, 
To fhun the fenfelefs noife of life, 

A tranquil refuge fought ; 
C3 



22 SIR MALCOLM 

His Caftle (landmark from afar,) 

In matchlefs pride appear'd, 
And plenty round his wide domain^ 

Each vafTal's bofom cheer'd, 

When wint'ry clouds the (ky conceardj 

And fnow defcending faft, 
Wav'd with the gently curling breeze^ 

Or hurry 'd with the blafl; 

To foothe the foul of penury, 

He left his manfion warm; 
To cheer the peafant's ice-bound cot^ 

With flood the ruthlefs ftorm, 

Heard, when carefs'd by guardian eafe, 
The poor man's cheerlefs figh. 
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And anfwer'd to the tender call, 
Of God-like Charity, 

This goodly Lord a Daughter had. 

Fairer than fummer's morn ; 
And joy pirevail'd the country round, 

"When Scotland's Pride was born; 

Her Mother in the bloom of years, 

Relentlefs death alTail'd, 
And whilft her fuUen death-bell toU'd, 

Refponfive fighs prevail'd ; 

for with each florm-beat child of woe. 

Her bofom bore a part : 

Each noble paflion had prepar'd 

The future Angel's heart. 
C4 
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And when from earth's inferior foiT, 

Her ripen'd fpirit flew, 
From Court to rear his infant chargCj 
The drooping Sire withdrew ; 

Where, when revolving fancy roU'd, 
O'er fleeping virtue's fhrine, 

And earth unheeded fhrank to nought, 
Before her form divine. 

Defpair fat rankling at his heart. 

Till Alia, peerlefs maid, 
Subdu'd the agonizing Fiend, 

And clear'd the mental fhade ; 

For as the bud's unfolding leaf, 
The future flower pourtrays. 



A 
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So Alia rifing into youth, 

Her Mother's worth difplays. 

The well-tun'd bagpipe ceas*d to play, 

When AUa's fong arofe, 
The breathing zephyr fofter blew, 

Or melted to repofe; 

When with her nineteenth natal mom, 

She grac'd the village green, 
The warmth of each admiring eye, 

Proclaimed her beauty's queen. 

Full many a youth of high renown, 

Attentive homage paid, 
And fought by every art to gain, 

This lovely blooming maid ; 
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But one alone of all the throng, 

Her envy'd fmile obtain'd. 
Who vow'd full oft the love he borc^ 
Nor was his paflion feign'd : 

Each virtue kindred to her own. 
Sir Malcolm's heart poffefs'd, 

The fire of heroes fill'd his eye, 
The worth of faints his breafl : 

A Chieftain of a veteran band, 
Sir Malcolm long had been, 

And one whofe valor brighter fhonc, 
Had Scotland never feen; 

The fouthem warriors of the ifle, 
Beheld his frown with dreadj 



AND ALLA. fij 

Rebellion ftarting at his fhade, 
Conceal 'd her haggard head : 

Tho' rough where war the talk required, 

To urge a Chief's controul, 
Yet from the clang of arms afar^ 

He own'd a feeling foul, 

Where all the fofter virtues bloom'd, 

Unruffl'd and fedate, 
"Which fweli the triumphs of the brave, 

And form the hero great ; 

His well-earn'd fame fair Alia priz'd, 

And he her worth rever'd, 
By mutual tendernefs improv'd, 

In mutual friendfhip rear'd. 



I SIR MALCOLM 

The Sire perceiv'd his Daughter's choice, 

Whilft joy infpir'd his breaft, 
And thus, by fage experience taught. 
Sir Malcolm brave addrefs'd: 

" Your merit at an early age, 

*' Your generous Country fcann'd, 

" And not confin'd to rule, but right, 
<* Bade Malcolm guard the land ; 

^* But Oh ! beware infatiate pride, 

" Defpife its tinfel glare, 
" Behold it taint each heaven-born foul, 

" And poifon all that's fair ; 

" Whilft meek humility adorns 
" The Monarch or the Clown, 
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«« Shines in a foft celeftial garb, 
" Tho' fortune fmile or frown ; 

" Pride is the fecret refllefs fource, 

** Whence all contentions rife, 
" And the fierce Fiend, from whofe dread glare, 

" Affrighted Virtue flies; 

'• Therefore, brave youth, if fpotlefs fame 

" Thine ardent bofom warm, 
" If zeal to gain a nation's praife, 

" Thy ravifh'd fancy charm ; 

" Let grovelling paflions rear'd on pride, 

"No refuge find with thee, 
"But honor, mode fly, and truth, 

" Thy lov'd companions be ; 
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« So Iball thy foul's befl feeds expand, 

" Thy latent virtues fhine, 
" And Ihe who mofh thy love deferves, 

" Be blefs'd in being ihine; 

*' To-morrow's dawn fhall join their handSj 
" Whofe heaits have long been tied, 

*' To-morrow's dawn the Pride of day, 
*' Become Sir Malcolm's bride:" 

And when the morn ferenely fair, 

Unveil'd her blufhmg face. 
The raptured youth in Alla's form. 

Beheld a chafter grace; 

Whilft gentle tumults heav'd her breaft^ 
Or fond emotions fir'd, 
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Till on the fhrine of love divine. 
The veflal flame expir'd. 

The wedding of Sir Malcolm brave. 
Had days been only twain. 

When adverfe fortune call'd him forth. 
To wield his fpear again ; 

For as the twilight Queen arofe, 
And beam'd her placid ray ; 

Commanding by its torpid charm. 
All mortal cares away ; 

Swift as a dart by Malcolm hurl'd, 

A meflenger did bring, 
To Scotia's Bulwark of defence, 

A mandate from the King, 
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To call his bold Clans to the field; 

For England's royal head, 
Had fcourg'd the confines of the Tweed, 

And onward daring fped. 

When thus the Chief to Alia fpake. 
Let firmnefs guard thine heart; 

To arms my monarch calls me hence, 
I mourn, but mufl: depart ! 

Tho' when with battle I have done, 
And gain'd this glorious fray ; 

No more from happinefs and thee 
Shall wretched Malcolm ftray. 

«' And wilt thou to the battle go, 
" To combat, blood, and flrife ? 
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" And wilt thou from thine home depart, 
«< And leave thy loving wife ?'* 

I muft, the fighing Knight reply'd, 

Qr Scotland is undone; 
My country calls, and Malcolm's foul 

Difdains her call to fhun. 

When forth amid the martial ranks. 

He urg'd his rapid way. 
And bade the war-drum loudly roar. 

The hoftile clarion bray. 

«• Let each his well-try'd arms prepare ; 

'' For, at the morning break, 
«« We all muft hye to Edinburgh, 

" For good King Bruce's fake, 
D 
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« For, England's haughty Edward comcs^ 

" From London, (mighty town,) 
" To wafte fair Scotland's fruitful land, 

" And pull her Monarch down," 

When all, their brazen bucklers feiz'd. 
And clofer grafp'd their fpears, 

By rage tranfported, as the tale 
Thrill'd on their lift'ning ears : 

For, much their country's weal they lov*d, 
And much their monarch too. 

And felt their breafts with ardour glow. 
To face the ruffian crew ; 

Sir Malcolm then fair Alia fought^ 
And thus forlorn did fay, 
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^* Misfortune envious feeds her fpleen, 
'* In tearing us away ; 

" Yet thou in Malcolm's heart fhalt dwell 5 

*' Thou, only thou, fhalt reign, 
*« Till triumph in her blazon'd car 

" Condufts him back again, " 

Kow roar'd the trumpet's warlike note. 

When through the founding hall. 
He hurl'd his pond'rous fpear, and fwore, 

" Thus fhall proud Edv/ard fall •,"' 

Quoth Alia, " If prefiding heaven, 

(" Tho' well I know thy might,) 
" Sir Malcolm brave fliould doom to fall, 

" Amid the raging fight ; 
D 2 
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" The world with every charm it yieldsj 

" Could not difpel my woe : 

" Forgive the frailty of the heart, 

« That cannot let thee go." 

« Tho' cheer'dto find/' the Knight reply'd, 

'* Such love thy bofom warm ; 
" Tho' hard the conflift in my breaft, 

" I mull outbrave the ftorm; 

" For, when my country danger dreads, 
*' Should ought engage my heart ? 

" Tho' much my bleeding foul recoilsj 
*« Sir Malcolm muft depart." 

When from the trembling fair he burft. 
Impetuous for the fight; 
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Whilft Alia mark'd his diftant fliadc, 
Wane on her aching fight. 

Sir Malcolm now with hafly flep. 

His fovereign's will obey'd. 
And march'd with twice five thoufand men, 

In brazen garb arrayed; 

With glittering pomp and dauntlefs ftride, 

They hye to meet the foe. 
By indignation's fpirit fir'd, 

To Rofland's caflle go. 

Where flood King Bruce with fadden'd eye, 

By anxious care opprefs'd. 
But when he faw them marching in, 

Hope cheer'd his drooping breafl ; 

D3 
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'•'' Approach," faid he, «' ye valiant bands, 

" Your monarch greets ye true ; 
" Let tyrant Edward by your might, 
" His wild ambition rue.'' 

When thus Sir Malcolm brave reply'd, 
" Behold thefe fhining fpears, 

" And us v^ho wield them fworn to-day, 
" To chace thy people's fears; 

^< By the fam'd crofs, St. Andrew bore, 

" To give the deadly blow, 
" And what indignant Scots can do, 

^* To let proud Edward know\" 

When Bruce exultingly reply'd, 
«' I know your hearts full well; 



AND ALLAi 
*' And that the hero's choiceft gifts 
«' Within thy bofom dwell ; 

^* March then agalnft my daring foes, 
" And let King Edward feel, 

'• What inJLir'd Scotland can perform, 
" When Juftice points the fteel ; 

" The tardy morrow's earlielldawn 
" Shall light thee on the way, 

'f Prepare thy yet unconquer'd arms, 
" And Scotland's fcourge difmay; 

^^ Mean while thy monarch will affert 
" The power which fortune gave, 

" To call each patriot to his arms, 
" When hoftile banners wave ; 
D 4 
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" And when JTuccefs rewards his toil, 

" Sure as the north ftar's courfe, 

" Shall one o'erwhelming ruin fmite, 

« The faithlefs Edward's force." 

The morn drew nigh, Sir Malcolm brave, 

Arouz'd his fleeping train, 
From dreams of flaughter, ranks o'erpower'd, 

To tread th' embattled plain ; 

Each heart with martial zeal infpir'd, 

Preferr'd the foldier's prayer, 
To fall by glory crown'd, or live, 

The conqueror's plume to wear; 

And when oppos'd the armies came. 
Each rent his bofom bare. 
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Of all the high and lowland lads. 
And felt a hero there. 

Grim vengeance now from ev'ry face, 

Beam'd forth in dread array, 
Vultures of war in fhadowing crowds 

Invoke their coming prey. 

Till piercing cries and dying groans 

The cloudlefs concave rend, 
And force the frighted birds of blood, 

Their farther courfe to bend ,- 

Loud houl'd the ilorm, as o'er the plain 

Its fweeping pinions pafs'd ; 
Whilfl: broken founds of harmony 

Rode on the deathful blafl : 
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Where ere Sir Malcolm's helmet ftionc. 

Oppofing ranks withdrew ; 
Fir'd by the fury of their Chief, 

His men more furious grew ; 

But flill King Edward's haughty foul 
Difdain'd to quit the field ; 

And tho' his choicefh troops were flain, 
The vift'ry fcorn'd to yield. 

When rouz'd to agony of rage, 
Sir Malcolm's valiant train, 

Difdaining doubtful darts to guide. 
And madd'ning ire reftrain. 

Their thirfty blades refentful drew^ 
The fcabbards call away, 
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Refolv'd in death their eyes to clofe, 
Or gain the ling'ring fray. 

Now by indignant paffions fir'd. 

Each fword to (laughter led, 
With thirfh infatiate, round the plain 

Vindiftive carnage fpread ; 

The deaf 'ningclafh of arms arofe. 

Expiring, legions lie, 
Whilft o'er their heads contending fpears, 

For death-bought honors vie : 

Through nine long hours each angry chief, 

Suflain'd the deadly fight, 
Impending vift'ry hovering o'er, 

Stood dubious where to light ; • 
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Till at the tenth a fudden hoft, 
From Edward's yielding (ide. 
Of brafs clad fpearmen burfling forth. 
The hard fought day decide ; 

The Scots encircled unawares, 

In wild diforder fly, 
The refonance of rallying troops. 

Ran thundering through the fky ; 

In vain Sir Malcolm brave appear'd^ 
And flrove to quell the ftorm ; 

Tho' pafling brave, he could not more 
Than mortal man perform 5 

And tho' to ftem the conqueror's courfe, 
He combat fcorn'd to fhun. 
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Full many an hoftile champion met, 
Full many a laurel won. 

Yet left alone, to brave the fight, 

For Scotland's haplefs ftate. 
To earth he hurl'd his blulhing fpear. 

And greatly bent to fate. 

Sir Malcolm now with fhouts was led. 

To Edward's prefence nigh, 
His brow the blood-red path furvey*d, 

His bofom heav'd a figh : 

" And what," fald Edward, as he came, • 

" Could prompt thy puny might ; 
*' Thy bands the fport of every breeze, 

" With England's arms to fight ? 
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«« Shall I the mightier of the two, 
" From Scotland's vengeance fly ? 

" Or ought that Edward floops to afk — » 
" Thy monarch dare deny ? 

« Thou fhalt be told ; difturber bold 

" Of Scotland's happy land ; 
" Think not unfcourg'd, thy neighbour's rightj 

" To graip with barbarous hand ; 

*' Behold around this tentof thine^ 

*' What breathlefs vi6lims lie^ 
" Read in the portion of the flain, 

" Thy pendent defliny. 

«« Thefe mangl'd forms for juflice call, 
<« And heaven their call will hear : 
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Said brave Sir Malcolm as his eye. 
Shone through the pitying tear. 

" Reprefs thy rage," faid Edward's guard, 

" Nor thus infult our Lord ; 
^« Thy tongue reftrain," cry'd England's King, 

"Or death is thy reward : 

" Shall Malcolm ceafe the truth to fpeak, 

" Becaufe his power is fled ? 
<• Behold this blood- ftain'd plain and fee, 

" What lull of power hath Ihed : 

" In wild ambition's baneful ftrife, 

'' What flaucrhter'd thoufands die! 
" Around proud war's imperious march, 

" What boding horrors fly ! 
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f« Each parent, brother, kindred, friend, 

'' Torn by impending fate ; 
" And what the darknefs of that foul, 
" Which can fuch pangs create ! 

" Think not to bribe my peace by threats, 
" Of death, or clanking chains ; 

" Sir Malcolm vanquifh'd fcorns his life, 
" Thy vengeance he difdains ; 

" Eternal fcourge of every clime, 
" Where fofler'd virtues reft, 

^' Oppreflion ftalks around thy tent, 
^^ The furies gore thy bread. 

" Prepare the block," King Edward cry'd, 
<« Shall thus a prifoner fay ? 
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Thy neck to-morrow's dawn fhall cleave^ 
The ravens on thee prey. 

But now the mufe attempts to paint 

The wars of Alla's mind ; 
Who when Sir Malcohn brave was gone. 

No happinefs could find ; 

And thus fhe moan'd her lonely lot ; 

<=' If in the conteft, he 
" Of all mankind I moft approve, 

*' Should forely wounded be ; 

" No Alia near, his wants to afk, 
" And-foft endearment blend, 

" With every ruthlefs pang, that needs 
*' The folace of a friend. 
E 
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" Perhaps the hand of death may feizej 

'' Amid the battle fore, 
" Nor I with joy unfpeakable, 
" Behold Sir Malcolm more. 

^* And can my heart its Lord refign-, 
*« To war's untimely death ? 

" And not affeftion fervent glow 
" To footh his parting breath ? 

<^' I mu ft unto Sir Malcolm fly, 

'' Nor can I brook delay ; 
" It is but danger to depart, 

" And certain death to ftay ; 

" The torch of love fhali light me on,. 
<' To trace the reeking field ; 
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" AfFeftion's zeal endue mine arm> 
" The warrior's lance to wield ; 

*' My ftrength might not with men's compare, 

'^ Nor o'er a hoft prevail ; 
*' But yet my feeble aid might help, 

" If nothing turn'd the fcale." 

Fair Alia now with fandals lac'd. 

And trufly fervants four, 
Refolv'd with heart and hand right Well^ 

Sir Malcolm to explore ; 

Set out before the rifmg lark 

Proclaim'd the haft'ning day, 
And onward prefs'd, till dying eve 

Withdrew her parting ray : 
E 2 



52 SIR MALCOLM 

And when through five long toilfome days, 

Chill'd with tempeftuous fear ; 
To Scotland's far fam'd fons of war. 

Fair Alia journey 'd near ; 

She faw with agony untold. 

The nearer banners fly, 
Whilfl dread fufpence and deadly fears 

Beam'd from her eager eye. 

Said Alia fair, " Oh what the news ?" 

To him who firft rode near, 
" Oh fad to fay, oh fad to fay, 

" Afk not the news to hear ;" 

" But I v/ill know," the Fair reply'd, 
«« Nor thus my bofom freeze, 
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" Heav'n will uphold my feeble heart 
*' To bear what Heav'n decrees." 

«• Then oh! my Lady fair, 'tishard, 

'' 'Tis hard for us and thee ; 
*' Sir Malcolm is a prifoner made^ 

" His army forc'd to flee :'* 

'' Then I will be a prifoner too ;'* 

(Said Alia fill'd with woe,) 
•' Nor will I reft another day^ 

" Until to him I go, 

'• But where are all thofe warriors bold, 
'« Whom Scotland's Chief did lead ? 

" Can thofe be they o'er yonder plain, 
«« Running with cowards fpeed ?'* 

E3 
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" Thofe are the men, my lady fair, 

" Who running come this way, 
«' All of Sir Malcolm brave depriv'd, 

" They Ihun the lucklefs fray :" 

" Then from thy milk-white charger fpringj 

*' Refign its aid to me, 
" And what a female arm can do, 

" Shall Edward wondering fee ;" 

When with a leap Ihe caught the reinSj^ 

And flew to meet the train 
Of horfe and archers, as they forth 

Came fcouring o'er the plain ; 

And thus to all fair Alia fpoke^ 
^* Behold a friend in me ; 
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** Sir Malcolm's loving wife arriv'd, 
" Your conqu'ring chief to be ; 

" Refume your hearts, ye valiant tribeSj 
<' Your finking country fave, 

«' Diffever from the tyrant's grafp, 
<' Your chief Sir Malcolm brave ; 

'* Whofe budding laurels, but for you, 
*' May now untimely fade ; 

^' And Edward's refufe of mankind, 
*' Your choicell rights invade," 

When quick as lightning's rapid flightj 

Confufion pierc'd each eye, 
Whilft one and all repentant cry'd^ 

We further fcorn to fly: 
E j, 
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" Yet curb your wrath," faid Alia fair, 

*' Until the morning light, 
^' The rally'd troops of Scotland's King 

" Shall then refumethe fight.'* 

Now each on future vengeance bent, 
Prepared his fhining blade ; 

Indignant ftrung his ftubborn bow. 
Or mighty javelin made. 

And long before the bright- ey'd morn 

Enflam'd the orient fky, 
Fair Alia and her daring troops 

In filent ambufh lie ; 

Prepar'd to deal the fatal blow, 
And fave from keen difgrace 
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The name of Bruce, to Scotland dear. 
And Malcolm's fpotlefs race. 

And now the valiant ho lis proceed, 

As led by Alia fair. 
Till bordering on the Englifh camp, 

For battle they prepare. 

The fentence of Sir Malcolm brave, 

Which England's Monarch fpoke, 
Was now about to be perform'd, 

As morn her Ilumber broke. 

Sir Malcolm, dignify'd in chains, 

The folemn fcene lurvey'd ; 
The murd'rous axe, and grov'ling fledge, 

Undaunted, undifmay'd ; 



^8 SIR MALCOLM 

He backward to the fatal block 

With fteady heart did ride. 
King Edward and his army both. 
Attending by his fide : 

When like the fweeping blaft of heaven^ 

Which lays the forefl bare, 
The arms of Alia, from the plain 

The Englifh ftandards tear ; 

With fudden vengeance hurl the dart. 

Or fling the malTy fpar ; 
And with o'erwhelming fury roll 

Deftruftion's crimfon car ; 

Ranks in confufion fall on rankSj 
Armies of horrors rife :- . ■: 
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King Edward, feiz'd with panic fear, 
From conquering Alia flies : 

Thus England's glory felt a wound, 

A mortal wound indeed, 
Whilft fame, the genius of her climCj 

Seem'd at each pore to bleed. 

The wild confufion of the fray 

A timely offer gave 
For brave Sir Malcolm to efcape, 

And further carnage fave. 

" Forbear," faid he, " ye more than men, 

" A flying foe revere, 
" For when compell'd to flay, alone, 

" Should Scotfmen prove fevere ; 
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«' The palm is won, the honor firm, 

" Proud Edward yields the day : 
" His fate may ev'ry conqueror^meet, 

" Till coiiquefl dies away. 

" But whom that Nymph whofe might prevailed, 

*' When ev'ry hope was gone ? 
'' On milk-white charger form'd your ranks, 

" And urg'd your footfteps on ?" 

Rejoic'd to tell our wond'ring Lord, 

A Ihouting hod reply'd, 
The Nymph w^ho led thy conquering bands^ 

Was brave Sir Malcolm's bride. 

Scarce had his eye, with fond furprifc, 
Diffus'd a dartinsr rav. 
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When Alia at Sir Malcolm's feet. 
In fpeechlefs tranfport lay ; 

" And art thou fhe," the Knight exclaim'd, 

" To whom I owe my life ? 
'f And art thou, as thou feem'fl to be, 

" Truly my loving wife ?" 

When thus the riling fair one fpoke, 

" From thefe thy life receive, 
*^ But that I am thy loving wife, 

^« Full faithfully believe." 

Cry'd brave Sir IMalcolm, '•' can my foul 

'• Such crouded tranfports bear ? 
*'• Preferv'd by thee, my life fhall be 

" Devoted to thy care. 
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*' Thou monument of wedded worth, 

" Thou firft of woman kind, 
" Thy brow unfading wreaths fhall grace, 
" Immortal laurels bind,'^ 

A bending herald now arriv'd, 
From England's vanquifh'd King, 

And did a letter from his Lord 
To brave Sir Malcolm bring, 

Imploring peace with might and main^ 

Bought with a proffer'd fum, 
Imploring pardon for the paft, 

And right good-will to come. 

Sir Malcolm to the breathlefs man 
Thus courteoufly did lay, 
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'« With England's king a peace to make. 
" I do not anfwer nay ; 

^' Tho' foul revenge, with clamour loud, 

" Requires thy Monarch's death ; 
^' The life of him, who conquering dar'd 

*' Demand Sir Malcolm's breath : 

'•^ Yet fway'd by honor's high controul, 

'^ This heart fliall ever be ; 
^^ A generous vi6lor knows to blend 

*^ Succefs with modefty ; 

<« So take thy gift, Sir Malcolm's foul 

" So mean a boon difdains, 
" But longs with equal zeal to ftop 

" Each bleeding country's veins , 
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«« I only want him to be juft, 

" To mould his foul anew ; 
*^ That foil where proud ambition growSj 
" Which would a world fubdue. 

" When war's enfanguin'd banners wave, 

" And thoufands fall around, 
«^ What fliall avail each viclim'd corfe, 

" Tho' reafon late be found ? 

" Peace may return as ftatefmen chufe, 
" And commerce rear its head ; 

" But where the ftatefman, who the prince, 
" Can raifc the injur'd dead ? 

^' Yet ceafe ; — if Edward will reform, 
«« And be in future kind, 
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"A faithful friend, till time doth end, 
«' He fhall in Scotland find." 

The herald now with fpeed return'd. 

And all Sir Malcolm faid 
Recounted with an accent bold. 

Without difguife or dread, 

Quoth Edwardj ** Princely are his words^ 

" We will in truth be fair ; 
*' That firfl of heroes, beft of men^ 

" Shall hence my friendfhip fhare ; 

'* The Foe, who thus can bravely aft, 
" Can better play the Friend ; 

*' To gain his love, reward his worthy 
" My future life fliall tend." 

F 
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Then England's king and Scotland's knight, 

All on Cromarty's plain, 
With faith did there, agree to fwear 

Right conduft to maintain ; 

From ev'ry hoftile aft to fly, 

Which jealoufy might name, 
As caufe fufficient to provoke 

Contention's dying flame. 

And now they both with one confent, 

Full cordially did meet ; 
It would have done one's heart's-blood good 

To fee how they did greet ; 

With promis'd care, good will to bear. 
And be for ever true ; 
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And thus 'twas fhown to all the world, 
What wom-an's love could do. 

Let ev'ry generous youth revere, 

His every effort move, 
To merit firft, and then pofTefs, 

The pearl of woman's love. 

Oh ! woman rare, and woman fair, 

From whom fuch ble (Tings flow ; 
May ev'ry benny Scottlfh lad 

Thy blooming virtues know. 
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irloW much abhorr'dlhould hell-fed Paffion be ! 

How much {hould man foul Anger's ocean flee ! 

High on whofe furge his giddy bark is tofs'd^ 

His rudder broken, and his anchor loft ; 

Whilft hidden fires his frantic bofom fcorch, 5 

Whilft to his eye the Furies hold their torch ; 

Adjuft each feature with fatanic grace, 

And dance their orgies round his kindred face. 

F4 
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Oh ! Charity, fair daughter of the fkies, 
How many a hateful form before Thee flies, lo 

On whofe dark brow, and grinning fmile, and yell, 
Thou might'ft, if juflice reign'd, for ever dwell ! 
Yet thou haft mark'd their faults, whilft pity figli'd, 
And to difiurb thy peace, their little powers defy'd. 

But whilft of happinefs we feebly tell, 15 

And praife her worth, and paint her halcyon cell ; 
Declare of joys that round their parent twine, 
And fpeak of fhorcs where funs perpetual fhine ; 
How many pence-bought engines wield the fpear, 
Whofe flavifli breafts this fun muft never cheer ! 20 
How many myriads of the human race, 
On carnage bent, the name of man difgrace i 
Some lazy tyrant's hireling tool obey, 
Andrufti like blood-hounds on their unknown prey* 
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if on the flaughter'd field fome mind humane, 25 
Should flop to footh a gafping Soldier's pain ^ 
Enquire the caufe that urg'd him to engage 
In war's fell clangor, and infernal rage ; 
" I know no caufe," his trembling tongue replies, 
And with a hollow groan diftends his frame, and dies. 

Orlando, tirg'd by Pity, whifp'ring near, 
The viftims of a ftubborn fight to cheer; 
When a fam'd City hail'd the vi6lor band. 
And ceas'd to glut with blood th' neighbouring land ; 
At midnight's folemn hour withdrew to tread 35 
The plain beftrew'd with dying and with dead : 
Long had it flood the thundering blafl of war, 
And long defy'd Britannia's tow'ring car, 
Till flalking Famine in her haggard form, 
With flood the longer fight, andhufh'd the flonn : 40 
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Sad o'er the carnage of the finifh'd Tray, 

Caftits red gleams, the fun's departing ray ; 

The hollow-founding zephyr floating near, 

Wont to convey the fhout or clafhing fpear ; 

Now bears the trembling accents of dcfpair, 45 

And wafts alone the wounded wretch's prayer. 

As the pale moon difclos'd her filver beam, 
Orlando pafs'd the town's encircling ftream, 
That on itsfurface many a carcafsbore, 
Staining the fliatter'd walls with patriot gore. 50 

Penfive, and flow, Orlando bent his way, 
Through the wide carnage of the deadly fray ; 
Thoufands of bloodlefs trunks the ground had ftain'd, 
Whilfh forely wounded thoufands fl;ill remain'd ; 
Wailing in broken groans a loldier's fate, 55 

As on their faded cheeks grim Anguifh fate : 
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Chiird by the wizard horror's icy dart, 
The life blood flagnates in Orlando's heart, 

Unnumber'd eyes, jufl glimm'ring on the verge 
Ofdeath's dark precinfts, and o'erwhelming furge, 60 
Seem'd to implore his aid, and gently fay, 
" Oh ! wand'ring ftranger, hither bend thy way." 
*^ One moment help a wounded wretch forlorn." 
*' Pluck the deep bullet frOm my bofom torn." 
*' Screen from my quiv'ring limbs the nightly dew.'^ 
Or, *' bear to fome lov'd name, a lafl adieu." 
Such countlefs claims on foft companion's aid, 
Such pallid forms in clotted garb array'd, 
All panting for a friend to footh their breath. 
Or trembling in the iron grafp of death ; 70 

With bleeding pity fill'd the wand'rer's heart : 
Unknowing where alTiftance firfl to dart, 
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Awhile he paus'd ; till, near a murder'd heap. 

Where flones might grieve, or tyrants learn to weep, 

He faw a Youth bare to the evening gale, 75 

Silent and fad, and as the fnow-drop pale, 

Feebly withflanding life's expiring tide, 

As lying on the ground, he prcfs'd his wounded fide : 

One hand, tho' cold, and rudely fmear'd with gore, 

In the faint grafp a Female's pifture bore ; 80 

And as his eye-lid feem'd to heave its laft, 

Dead to the future, heedlefs of the paft. 

On the fond maid (as death itfelf might move), 

He fix'd the lingering look of faithful love. 

With lightning's fpeed, Orlando rufh'd to fave 85 

So fair a victim from the gaping grave ; 

Upheld his finking head, and footh'd his pain, 

And fought to bear him from the blood-moift; plain. 

Call'd from the fhore of death's unebbing tide. 

With fickly fmile the Youth Orlando ey'd, 90 
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Wav'd his weak hand, and utter'd with a figh, 
" In peace, oh ! gen'rous ftranger, let me die ; 
" Others there are who more require thy aid, 
<' Mine eyes, low finking, court the hov'ring Ihade.'* 
Orlando cry'd, (whilfh dropt the pitying tear), 95 
«• Oh ! heed a friend, if friendfhip's voice can cheer 
" On the cold confines of the dark-wav'd lake, 
'* And let mine heart thy rending pangs partake ; 
" Say, bleeding Youth, what urg'd thee thus to ftray 
^' Far from thy kindred and thy coaft away P 100 
*' To dare the fight with indignation blind, 
" To lift the fpear againftthy fellow kind ? 
<' Know'ft thou the caufe for which the crimfon tide 
*' Deferts thine heart, and oozes from thy fide ? 
" Perchance fome ftatefman'spiquCj fome fhrineprofan'd, 
'« A flag infulted, or a fkiff detain'd ; 
" Thefe blow the blafts of war -. whofe noxious breath 
" Fills the wide earth with difcord, dread, and death. 
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" Speak ; gently fpeak, that fome may mark thy grave, 

^« And flee from bloodjthe nurture tyrants crave." 110 

As tho' a Power endu'dwithfov'reign might 
Had call'd his fpirit from the fhades of night. 
The dying Youth appear'd ; uprofe in part, 
And tore the tale of anguifh from his heart : 

4 An Englifh Cot firfl gave me birth, and fed, 115 
Till nineteen fummer funs their courfe had fped, 
Contented then, my foul no forrow knew, 
With heart untainted, and with bofom true, 
Join'd I the village dance, the circle gay, 
And jocund pafs'd the fmiling hours away ; 120 
(The fond remembrance of my native plain, 
Darts wilder anguifii through my throbbing brain ; 
I fee the wolves, that once like lambs did bleat, 
I fee the ferpents coiling at my feet, 
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e Whofe foft perfuafive words, and fatal craft, 1 25 
« Led me from home to drink this bitter draught : 
« Mark you the caufe that laid me bleeding here, 
« And warn mankind to fhun the hoflile fpear ; 
« Rais'd but to pleafe fome haughty Lordling's pride, 
^ Made but to pierce the harmlefs Peafant's fide.) 130 

' Whilfh o'er the ftubborn glebe I urg'd my team, 
' Or led my flocks befide the pebbl'd ftream, 
^ Or with my reeden-pipe, at break of day, 
* Pour'dthe rude warblings of a fhepherd's lay ; 
' Some Soldiers came ; clad in a dazzling drefs, 135 
' Laugh'd at my garments, dwelt on my dillrefs ; 
' Said, " fpurn your plough, and all fuch grov'ling toys, 
" And know the value of a Soldier's joys, 
" No little Mader do we deign to greet, 
" My Lord or Duke direfts our playful feet ; 1.^0 
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*' No ruftic rags are we compell'dto wear, 

" We drefs like Princes, and like Princes fare ; 

" Behold our cloaths, gay as autumnal trees,. 

" Behold our plumes nod to the pafTing breeze ; 

" But what are fplendid garbs to deathlefs fame ? 

<' We figh for honors of a nobler name ; 

" We pant for Glory ; and afpire to gain, 

<^ Immortal laurels from the blood- red plain, 

" Stain'd with the gore of Britain's flaughter'd prey, 

«' Whilfto'ertheirheads exulting clarions play." 150 



' Thefhadowyprofpeft charm'd my foolifh heart, 
' Urg'd me with home and happinefs to part ; 
« To leave my aged Sire, with anguifh wild, 
' To leave my Mother, frantic for her child, 
« To leave the Maid I lov'd. 155 



A FRAGMENT. 8l 

« Full well my mind retains the fatal day. 

* Which tore me from my Cath'rine's arms away ; 
» And wilt thou go ? all wildly pale, fhe cry'd, 
'• And mud the wars our faithful loves divide ? 

•• Stay with thy Kate, nor crofs the treach'rous fea I 
" Let others fight, who arc not lov'd like thee.'* 
' Oh, Cath'rine ! Catherine ! thou fiialt never more 
' Behold thy Henry! weltering in his gore 
' He hears the anfwering groans of death refound, 

* And marks his blood flow creeping o'er the ground. 

* My heart beats flow. The nightly dews fall cold. 
' Stranger! farevv^e^,' — 

He faid : and heaving his lad labouiing? breatli 
Exhaufted funk Into the arms of death. 

It is no idle dream, when Faith farveys 170 

The glorious dawn, whofe renovating rales 

G 
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Shall fhow man's genuine interefts, and infpire 
liis glowing breaft with Love's exalted fire ; 
When vanquifh'd self fliall yield her hateful reign, 
And mental light reftore our race again. ijr 

That time fhall come ; bleis'd be the profpe8; fair ! 
When Friendfhip's cordial fhout fhall rend the air; 
When no dark policy fhall difcord fan, 
But man behold a brother's face in man. 

Ihat time fliall alfo come, nor flowly creep. 180 
When Justice, ftarting from her couch of fleep, 
Shall feize her long-neglefted fword of fate, 
And call to vengeance earth's devouring Great ; 
Terror fhall then the Conqueror's brow o'crcaft. 
The war-delighting Monarch fland aghaft ; 185 

Difmay corrode the darting Defj ot's breaft, 
When doom'd to meet the Ghofts his chains o| prefs'c'. 
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Then fliall the Chieftains, men fo much admir'd, 
Difplay their crowns with gorgon fnakes attir'd : 
Thy Plunderers, Poland ! find beyond the tomb 
The Tyrant's portion and the Murderer's doom. 

Amid the brave, the gen'rous, and the pure, 
Thy name, mod-injur'd Patriot!* {liall endure; 
Succeeding ages mourn thy haplefs fate, 
And ioad its Author's name with deathiershate, 195 
And, though to gain a people equal law5, 
Thy weary'd limb a clanking fetter draws, 
Yet, what fuftains the good man's fuff'ring breaft. 
Shall, tho' endung'^on'd, give thy fpirit reft: 
Unconquer'd, fcorn thy once luxurious eafe ; 200 
With patience arm'd, defy her pow'r totsize; 
Whom neither laws of God or man can bind! 
Who wars, as intereft ferves, on all mankind. 
* Kosciusko. 
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For thee fliall found Compaffion's fofieft dirge, 
Thy name defcend to Time's remoteft ver?e 2O5 
With growing honors crown'd ; and o'er thy grave 
The bay fhall bloomj the feerlefs laurel wave. 

What is the far-fam'd hero's boafted claim, 
On pure-ey'd reafon, and unfuUied fame ? 
The waller's rude of Chili's happy land ? 210 

The blood-drunk Conqueror's of Indoflan's ftrand ? 
And all the train of Warriors', as they rofe, 
Feafling:, from aa;e to aoe, on human woes ? 
What the fierce Rival's of Mofcovian Czar, 
Or His, v/ho tore Darius from his car? 215 

Scourgers of earth, and Heralds cf difmay, 
Pefts of mankind, and whirlwinds of their day ; 
From whofe example blufhing Hillory rakes 
Her neft of Scorpions, and her brood of Snakes ; 
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Who.plac'donthroneslikethel^^,liketherehavehurl'd 
War's wafting firebrands o'er a fafF'ring world. 

Whatcountlefspangstc iuchhave owed their birthi 
What blood and murder ftain'd the (miling earth ! 
To grant thefe Tyrants unexplor'd domain, 
Kow many a fruitful clime has defert lain ! 230 

To pleafe thefe morifters in their lordly pride, 
How many an eye hath wept, and bofom figh'd ! 
Shepherds, unlkill'd in v.^ar's infernal trade, 
Torn from their cots to wield the murderer's blade ; 
Peafants. with hearts revoltincr at the fiL^ht, 20^ \ 

CompcU'd to fack the town, and dare the fight ; 
Till War's malignant deeds, and wizard fpel!, 
Transform them, faints of light, to fiends of hell. 

The hoflile Chief, in Conqucil's honors dreft, 
Sporting the trophy 'd car and nodding creP;, 240 
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But little thinks, or, thinking, little cares, 
How hard the inmate of the cottage fares ; 
What thoufands fall before his mad career ; 
What countlefs orphans drop the fecret tear: 
Laughs at their wrongs, and revels o'er his wine, 
Whilfl flatterers hail each fiend-like deed, divine. 
Yet let him know, and thofe who wars admire, 
Whofc mufic charms them, orwhofe garbs infpire, 
On the red plain, where putrid thoufands lie, 
Each leaves a friend to heave the pitying figh, 250 
With grief as poignant, as the pangs that wait 
The proud funereal honors of the great. 
Each carcafe by the carrion worms carefty 
Felt as we feel, ere flept his throbbing breaH: ; 
A rapid furvey caft on friends afar ; 255 

And, whiift Deftruftion roll'd his fcithed car, 
CuriT:, in his pangs, the murderers of mankind. 
And dropt the tear for thofe he left behind. 
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Even whilfl: his limbs look ghaftly in their wounds, 
And war's loud clangor round the battle founds, 260 
He faintly hears a Daughter's frantic cries ; 
A Son's pale image fwims before his eyes. 
Ah, fond delufion ! thefe fliall live to tell 
The far-ofF country where their Father fell ; 
What blazon'd warrior led him to his doom, 265 
To gain, he knew not what, to fight, he knew not 
whom. 
Contrafted is the life of man at moil, 
And much in childhood, much in dotage loft ; 
Full fliort the time with prejudice to part, 
And tear its hemlock fibrils from the heart ; 270 

Yet man, regardlefs, dares the field of ftrife, 
And fir'd by vengeance, yields his fieeting lifer 
Yea, and before he met the fatal blow, 
Hegrafp'd the fpear, and call'd a Brother — Foe ; 
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Rufli'd en to combatj and, with deadly hate, 275 

I'lung'u deep the fteel, and fcal'd that Brother'^ fate. 

Is man on man for ever doom'd to prey ? 
Shall he for ever paffively obey 
Tlie voice which Difcord thunders fiom afar? 
Exulting wield the infuriate fcourge of war ? 280 
Shall never Reason whifper in the ear 
Of him who lights the torch, or hurls the fpear, 
' Know you theii crimes on whom vou warfare wage? 
' For whom you feel refentment's deadly I'age? 
« Has never the obtruding thought arofc, 285 

*' What is the caufe, for which I flay my foes ? 
" Have they deceiv'd their friends? fro.Ti juftice 

"•fwerv'd ? 
" Betray'd their country ? and their fa^cs deferv'd ? 
<' Or have they not, mid clafliiro- intereh's cr^^ 
<' Vcntui'J their lives, like me. unknovvincr whv ?" 
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If then the lenient t'cs of human kind 
Thou dare defpife, and be to mercy blind ; 
Pant to furvey, in gore, thy brethren drefh, 
And thirfl; to plunge thy fabre in their breaft : 
Such bitter hopes with none but Demons dwellj 
Their Sire is Satan, and their home is hell.' 

Tales might have once infpir'J compaflion's figh, 
Or rous'd refentment, darting from the eye, 
Which now no longer melt the pitying breaft. 
Loft in the lapfe of time, with Heav'n they reft ! 300 
Of frantic maiden o'er the hojflile plain 
Seeking her Love amid the high-heap'd fiain, 
Till in the llauphter'd rank flie eyes his face, 
And. dying, clafps him in her fond embrace. 
Or voulh, from peaceful home to battle \^d^ 305 
And, wounded, left to perifli with the dead ; 
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Whilft, with faint-glimmering eye and vifage pale, 

He marks around the fcreaming Vultures fail, 

Lifts one faint arm to turn their beaks away. 

Yet ftrives in vain to fcare them from their prey. 

Even NOW fome cottage child may ftarve for bread, 

And lifping call upon its father — dead ; 

At whofe approach, when eve her fliadows threw, 

To meet its Sire the pratling Infant flew. 

Saw with delight the Loaf his arm fuftain'd, 315 

And fhar'd the meal his honefl toil had gain'd ; 

Now in the wars laid low, no longer gay 

It pines and fobs its little heart away ; 

WhiHr the rack'd Mother hides her anguifh deep. 

And, w.eping, bids her baby ceafe to weep. 320 

Would but one child fhw early learnt to fare ! 

Would but one fcene oi Jiich diftrefs there were. 
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Methink I hear fome frowning Warrior fay, 
With fuch unmanly thoughts, away ! away ! 
Let Women love their timid breafbs to goad, 325 
And weep o'er Emmets crufht in Glory's road; 
But Men, the Lords of wide creation's race, 
Should never let a tear their cheeks difgrace; 
Nor, when purfuing Fame with ardent eye. 
Stoop to furvey what worms beneath them lie. 
I love thy clarion'd deeds, viftorious war, 
To hear thy bold atchievements from afar; 
To fee the martial ranks retire, advance, 
Now view with furious rage the war-horfe prance ; 
Now hear rich mufic charm the troubled air, 335 
And now behold the fun-bright falchion's glare; 
And though unnumber'd heroes gafh'd mud lie, 
And Death o'ercafl full many a viclim's eye ; 
Yet, in that hour, difdaining flavifir dread, 
Shall exultation raife each drooping head ; 340 
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' They leave a name, by valour, deathlefs made. 

« They leave a country grateful for their aid ; 

' They dare, with triumphs crownkl, refign their 

' breath, 
« And mid their country's glory fmile in death.' 

Thefe fwelling words may charm the carelefs ear, 
Thefe artful founds difperfe the fhallow tear ; 
Yet, with indignant fpirit. Truth difdains 
To crouch in filence, bound by Falfliood's chains, 
She rends the veil that hides her glorious ray, 
And dares the fpoils of demon War difplay. 350 

Kard are the ills a Soldier mufh endure. 
Grief is his lot, and Death his only cure ; 
He little knows what fierce opponents wait 
To hand the cha'ice at the hour of fate ; 
He little dreams, whiifL number'i with the brave,_ 
What dano-ers lurk to link him to the or rave. 



A FRAGMENT. g^ 

Few are the favour'd breads who fudden feel 
The gun's fwift ruin, or deftru8:ion's fteel ; 
Too often, wounds the finking frame opprefs, 
Torpid and pale, with hopeiefs wretchednefs : 360 
Or if from wounds protefted he remain, 
Diftcmper's venom fwells his burning vein ; 
A foe's dank prifon bounds his fetble view, 
While on his brow fits death's untimely dew ; 
Or in the (liip that bore him to the fight, 365 

He breaths the air of peflilence and night ; 
Or on his fcanty flraw-bed, refls his arm, 
And, lighing, afks for War's fedudive charm ; 
For which l\e left a father's houfe, alone, 
To pine unnotic'd, and to die unknown ; 37O 

WhilH round the tent expiring veterans lie ; 
His fad participants in mifery ! 
Thefe are no fcenes in Fancy's clothing drefc, 
Framed with ftrange cares to pierce the feeling breafl; 
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But , true, too true ! for ere they bade farewel, 375 

Thus, oh ye Mothers I thus your Children fell. 

If fuch the ills of war, by Heaven abhorr'd ! 
What are your crimes, ye Guardians of the (word, 
At whofe decifion countlefs fcabbards fly, 
And murdeis fill the earth, and groans the (ky ? 380 
What are your crimes, if, fway'd by wealth or power, 
Ye loofe your " war-dogs" in ambition's hour ? 
Contented view your fubjefts bleed and groan, 

To add fome bauble to a burthen'd throne ? 

Or, that when Death ten thoufand eyes has chain'd, 

Courtiers may fliout fome glorious — feather gain'd? 

Sins fo flupendous, here but feldom find. 

That fignal wrath of heaven which waits behind ; 

Too foul fuch terpitude for mor.al woe! 

Too huge iucb crimes ior cognizance below ! 390 
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Are they more innocent, with plenty crown'd, 
Who at the head of flaughtering hords are found ? 
Whom ftern neceflity's remorfelefs hand 
Forc'd not to join the defolating band ? 
Who, feiz'd by Luxury's fever of the brain, 395 

Brandifh the fpear, and dangers brave, to gain 
A prize they well might fpare, and which, pofTeft, 
Leaves but a fling that rankles in their breaft. 
If thefe from choice the favage path purfue, 
And in in the blood of Man their fpears embrue ; 
Though Justice spare their lives, and Fame declare 
In many a hard campaign their valiant fhare, 
With war's E LACK authors be their deeds abhorr'd, 
And EouAi DOOMS their eoual crimes reward. 

Yet, if invaded rights the talk demand, 405 

If men behold opprcil their native land, 
By foreign defpots wanderincr Far fcr prey, 
Who, locufts like, with ruin mark their way : 
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Or, if a faftlous band their i'chemes purfue. 

To God rebellious, and to Man untrue; 410 

Vv'^lio curfe all crimes but thofe themfelveshave done, 

And wifli to 'dS: the Tyrant's part, alone ; 

Triumphant ftride o'er vanqulih'd order's grave, 

And laucrh to hear confulion's whirlwind rave ; 

o 

Or if a Monarch guide the public helm, 415 

In ruin's furge a nation to o'erwhelm ; 
Reward for foule ft deeds a venal tiibe, 
Nor fliun to blacken whom he cannot bribe ; 
On power defpotic rear a rufin-built throne, 
And, crown'd for all, live to himfelf alone ; 42O 
Bid Juflice (loop to fervile Intereft's awe ; 
His look a mandate, and his word a law\ 
'Tvv^ill then be right to grafp the blazing fpear. 
Be duty then the banner'd ilaff to rear ; 
To dare the fight at Freedom's facred call, 425 

And, if by Heav'n decreed, exulting fall. 
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But, if embark'd to urge oppreflion's claim, 
For love of vengeance, or for thirft of fame 
Men heed the trumpet's bray, the clarion's call, 
Rufh on to battle, and untimely fall; 430 

Fall, whilft extending War's tartarean brand ! 
Fall, with the Murderer's dagger in their hand ! 
— Compaflion draws a veil, and leaves their wrongs 
With Heav'n, to whom decifion's right belongs. 
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H 



MONODY 



ON THE DEATH OF 



JOHN HE ND E R S O N, A. B, 



OF 



PEMBROKE COLLEGE, OXFORD. 



MOxNODY 



ON 



JOHN HENDERSON, 



JlN life's gay prime, the Friend of Virtue died ! 
Fair was the flower, but Heaven the fruit deny'd. 
As o'er thy tomb, my Henderson! I bend, 
Shall I not praife thee. Scholar! Chriflian! Friend! 
The tears which o'er a Brother's recent grave 
Fond Nature fheds, thofe copious tear^ I gave : 

H 3 
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But, now that Time her foftening hues has brought, 

And mellow 'd anguifli into penfive thought ; 

Since through the varying fcenes of life I've pafs'd, 

Comparing fliU the former with the lafl ; 

I prize thee more ! The Great, the Learn'd I fee. 

Yet Mem'ry turns from little men to thee. 

And views, with fmiles that light her trembling tear, 

Thy Genius deftin'd for a nobler fphere.- 

Silent too long this forrowing heart hath been ; 
Thy worth too long unhonor'd have I feen ; 
And mark'd thy Fame , which, like the morning fky, 
JBeam'd with full glory whilfl the ftorm was nigh, 
Now with thy Newton's* fleep (dear, valued mind, 
Who, dying, left no purer heart behind.) 



* The Reverend James Newton was a paiticular friend of 
]-=oHN Hemderson, and forms one, of many inftances, where 
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If human fpirits then begin to live 
When thy mortaHty's frail robe receive ; 
And, born to endlefs being, urge their way, 
Progreffive travellers through the eternal day; 
Dart wide the glance ; yet, dart on God alone ; 
Approaching flill his ever-diflant throne ; 
If, e'en the unletter'd Peasant, in ^A^^ flight 
Shall foar beyond a Newton's earthly height, 
Towhatfhall he attain, whofe infant fcan 
Pierc'd through the frames of nature and of man ? 

'Twas his the times of elder fame to view, 
And all that Greece or Rome e'er wrote or knew ; 



fuperior learning and exalted virtues fink down to the grave, 
unknown by the world, and wept only by that confined circle 
who knew how to appreciate excellence ; but, whole praife, 
with its obieft, is foon cariied away by '« the onward-rolling 
waves of Time." 
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Now on bold pinion float mid Plato's blaze, 

Now patient tread the Schoolman's* thorny maze. 

In thrice ten years his foul had run the round 

Of human knowledge in her depths profound ; 

Alike could mete the earth, or dart his eye ' 

To where, with funs, the Zodiac belts the fky, 






* Some Gentlemen of Pembroke College, Oxford (amongn: 
whom was the Mafter) willing to be fatisfied of the reputation 
which John Henderson had acquired for his knowledge of 
the Schoolmen, made themfelves acquainted with the argu- 
ments of Thomas a'Oui nas on a particular point ; and then 
applied to Henderson for the opinions of that author on the 
fame. Without any hefitation he gave them Thomas a'Quinas's 
fentiments upon the fubjeft, in a long train of deduflions and 
arguments. But, what rendered the circumflance mod remark- 
able was, the ftrcngth of memory which he difcovered, as he 
delivered himfelf d/;;?^ verbatim in the. latiguagt of the Author 
he cited. 

This anecdote was received from Dr. Thomas Beddoes, 
-who was at that time a Member of Pembroke College, and a 
Profeffor in the fame Univcrfitv. 
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Through asther rove on Wifdom's mounting car, 
And join the courfe of each revol/ing ftar. \ 

Yet could he fhape the log or pryne the tree, ' 
Or ftoop to roll the marble on his knee. 
Ev'n as the Lark, by loftier flights oppreft, 
That fceks at eve her calm and lowly neft ; 
Who yet when fleep no longer feals the eye. 
And light returning flreaksthe Orient fky, 
Uprifing, calls the opening morn her own. 
And revels in the tide of new-born day alone. 

Not fouls from him lay ambufh'd, he could trace 
The mute, unlying, language of the face ; 
In manhood's varying features, knew to read 
The ruling paflion ftamp'd, the habitual deed ; 
An(5, through the acorn's fibrils, faw the hour 
When the tall Oak defy'd the tempefl's power. 
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Though like an eagle he could fland fubiime 
On fummits which no toil might hope to climb ; 
And though, whene'er he fpake, the paufing fage 
Wonder'd, and lov'd the idol of his age ; 
Yet did kind Heav'n one worthier gift impart, 
The pricelefs treafure of a lowly heart ! 
O hear thou proud one ! thou, whofe foul affumes 
Or Wifdom's robe, or Wit's fantaftic plumes, 
Though Learning's Alpine height before him fhone, 
He on the footftool rear'd a nobler throne : 
E'en children doated on his accent mild. 
And fported carelefs round their fellow child. 

Ye fons of calumny! go, hide your head! 
Away, ye Vampires !* that devour the dead! 



* The Vampires fin the mythology of the Hungarian fuper- 
ftition) are loathly Spirits, who delight to enter the graves of 
the newly-buried, and mangle their bodies. 
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Who fain would force the long-clos'd wound to bleed, 

And hunt through Paradife to find a weed. 

When droopt his frame beneath its refdefs lord, 

And cut its fheath the keenly-temper'd fword ; 

What, if an artificial aid he fought, 

Worn out with prodigality of thought! 

What if, his frail car driven with heedlefs forcCj 

He fired the wheels in his too rapid courfe ! 

'Tis true, the midnight bowl he lov'd to fhare,* 

Yet never cloud it rais'd, or maniac glare ; 

But, only made, with ftimulation kind, 

The body wakeful to the unfleeping mind ; 

But only (till unmechaniz'd by death) 

Kept the pipe vocal to the player's breath. 

* The partiality of friendship muft give place to the facred- 

nefs of truth : " his friends lamented this failing," which was 

both a folitarv and a fhort-liv'd one, "and he himfelf fincerely 

repented of it. Of his fallen creatures, the God of heaven does 

not require more." 

Ac UTT er's Sermon on his death. 
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With wonted thought, with loftier eloquence, 
Truth's facred precepts would he then dlfpenfe ; 
So fair the efFeft that Virtue made a paufe, 
And only, not forgave the faulty caufe. 

Guarded with pious joy, and vefl;al care, 
Thofe facred hours let bleeding memory bear. 
When o'er his couch, with tears, I nightly hung, 
And drank the words of wifdom from his tongue. 
The fimplefl truths, that elfe had quickly fled, 
Strike with deep meaning from a fick friend's bed : 
How richly then his precepts muft I prize, 
Lov'd by the good and echo'd by the wife. 

But, where is all the fenfe that once was thine ? 
The grace that charm'd us ? and the wit divine ? 
Where are thofe lips thatplay'd fo well their part ? 
And where that eye which analiz'd the heart ? 
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Now are they known no more ! — the fhivering frame 
Ponders on death, and fighs o'er human fame. 
The flower may pleafe the eye and fcent the air, 
Whilfl: in its folds the Canker-worm is there ; 
For, like the flower, at morn we raife our head. 
And, ere the day be pafl, our life is fled. 
Yet, when, for virtues famed, the reafoning fage, 
Vanquifh'd by death, forfakes this mortal fl:age, 
His parting hopes or fears imperious rife, 
And, as we iov'd the man, his words we prize. 
Oh, hither come, all ye ! whofe fmoaky lamps 
Burn dim and foul mid doubts unwholefome damps. 
Who pine in vain for intelle6tual food, 
And o'er the void of cold conjefture brood ; 
Oh hither come, all ye ! who dare deride 
That Faith, which blooms alone by Virtue's fide. 
Who fpurn the truths which wifer minds receive, 
And juft have wit enough to difbelieve ; 
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Oh hither come 1 from me, the mourner, hear 
What tranquil fmiles a Christian's lips can wear. 
When fome kind Angel fooths the labouring breath, 
And lifts the emancipating wand of death. 

Then only not the friend of all mankind. 
When to thyself a foe — farewell, great mind ! 
We wander tearful through this vale below, 
But thou art there, where tears forget to flow ; 
Where Love and Joy eternal vigils hold. 
And fcatter healin? as their winas unfold : . 
Where fouls their radiant courfe for ever run, 
Like Planets circling the Almighty Sun» 

If friendfliip be a flower, whofe am'ranth bloom 
Endures that heavenly clime ; beyond the tomb, 
I, haply I, thy honored form may fee ; 
And ihou, perchance, with joy remember me ; 
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Hail my efcape from grief's diftemper'd train, 
And be my loved Inflruftor once again. 
Teach me what fnares my mortal fteps alTail'd, 
And by what fecret impulfe I prevail'd : 
Difpel the mifts upborn bv Error's rays, 
Unfold the doors of Wifdom to my gaze ; 
Inftruft mine eye, to grafp with nobler fenfe, 
The dark, myfterious rounds of Providence. 

And whilft with, trembling awe, and facred dread. 
Before the Omniscient's throne, my palm I fpread. 
Aid thou my tongue to thank that Lamb above, 
Whofe words were ble flings and whofe life was love* 



SKETCHES 



OF THE 



CHARACTER 



OF 



JOHN HENDERSON. 



OHN HENDERSON, the fubjeaof the 
preceding Monody, was born at Limeric, but 
came to England at an early age with his 
parents : difcovering from his infancy the 
prefages of a great mind. Without retracing 
the fteps of his progreffion, a general idea 
may be formed of them, from the circum- 
ftance of his h^ivmgprofejjionally taught 
Greek and Latin in a public Seminary 
at the age of twelve years. 

I Some 
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Some time after, his Father (a man of a 
moft expanded heart and enlightened under- 
flanding, every way worthy of his Son) 
commencing a Boarding-fchool in the neigh- 
bourhood of Brifiol, young Henderson 
engaged with him to teach the ClafTics, which 
he did with much reputation ; extending at 
the fame time his own knowledge in the 
fciences and general literature to a degree 
that rendered him a prodigy of intelligence 
to all around him; and his abilities will 
appear the more eminent, when it is under- 
flood that the only regular fource of im- 
provement he poflefTed, was, books, and the 
energy of his own mind. 

At the age of eighteen he had not only 
thoughtfully perufed the popular Englifh 
authors, but taken an extenfive furvey of 
foreign literature, as well as fcrutinized 
with the minuteft attention into the obfo- 

Jete 
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lete writers of the two preceding centuries ; 
preferving at the fame time a diftinguifhing 
fenfe of their refpeftive merits, particular 
fentiments, and charafteriftic traits ; which 
on proper occafions he commented upon in a 
manner that aftonifhed the learned liflner, 
not more by his profound remarks than his 
cool and fententious eloquence. So fur- 
prifingly retentive was his memory, that 
he rendered likely and almofl furpafled the 
hitherto incredible narrations ot Creichton 
aud Pfalmanazor : whilft the ideas he had 
been fo rapidly accumulating were not in his 
mind a tangled foreft, or huge chaos, but 
were organized into fyftems, and laid out in- 
to fertile gardens. It was this quality which 
made him fo fuperior a difputant : for as his 
mind had inveftigated the various fyftems and 
hypothefes of men, as promulgated indifferent 
ages, fo had his almoft intuitive difcrimina^ 
tion ftript them of their deceptive appen- 
I 2 dages, 
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dages, and feparated fallacy from truth ; 
marfhalling their arguments fo as to eluci- 
date or deteQ each other : yet he never 
interrupted the mod tedious or confufed 
opponent, tho' from his pithy queflions, he 
made it evident, that from thefirfl, he had 
anticipated the train and confequences of 
their reafonings. His favourite fludies were 
Mathematics, Aflronomy, Theology, Che- 
miftry, and Metaphyfics ; and that his attain- 
ments were not fuperficial will be readi'y 
admitted by thofe who knew him bell. — As 
aLinguiilhe was acquainted with the Perfian, 
Arabic, Hebrew, Greek, Latin, and Saxon 
Jancruages ; together with the French, Spa- 
iiifli, Italian, and German ; and not only 
knew their rulingprinciples and predominant 
diftindioiis, fo as to read them with fa- 
cility, but in the greater part conversed 
fluently. 

Like 
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Like Servin (as recorded by Sully) 
he was oF a difpofition to do as wrell as to 
know all things, and confequently dillin- 
guiflied himfelf for his (kill in many of the 
mechanic arts. Though not of the higher 
order of attainments, it may not be improper 
to mention his fi ngular talent for I M I T at ion. 
He could not only alTume the diale61 of every 
nation in Europe, but the accent of particular 
dlHriQs fo completely, that he might have 
pafTed for an inhabitant of either : and of 
the variations of the human voice in diflPe- 
rent individuals, his recolleftion was fo 
acute, and the modulation of his voice fa 
extended, that having once converfed with 
a perfon, he moft accurately imitated his 
sellures and articulation for ever after. 

He was alfo a warm advocate for the 
fcience of Physiognomy, and difcovered 
in his frequent decifions not an occafional 

develope- 
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developement of charafter, but a clear per- 
ception of the fecondary, as well as predomi- 
nant tendencies of the mind, 

** Making bis eye the inmate of each bofom." 

His converfation was fuch as might have 
been expefted from a man whofe fancy was 
fo creative, whofe knowledge omnifarious, 
and whofe recolleftion fo unbounded. He 
combined fcholaftic accuracy with unatTe8:ed 
eafe; condenfed and pointed, yet rich and 
perfpicuous. Were it poffible for his nume- 
rous friends by any energy of reminifcence 
to colleft his difcourfe, John Henderson 
would be diftinguiflied as a voluminous 
author, who yet preferveda Spartan frugahty 
of words. 

In all companies he led the converfation : 
yet, though he was perpetually encircled by 

admirers. 



JOHN HENDERSON. II5 

admirers, his fleady mind decreafed not its 
charms, by a fupercilious felf-opinion of 
them : nor did he afTume that as a Rights 
which the wifhes of his friends rendered a 
Duty : he led the converfation ; for filence or 
diminifhed difcourfe would have been de- 
fervedly deemed vanity, as though he had de- 
fired to make his friends feel the value of his 
inftruftions from the temporary lofs of them. 
But in no inftance was his fuperiority oppref- 
five : calm, attentive, and chearful, he con- 
futed more gracefully than others compli- 
ment : the tone of do^matifm and the fmile 
of contempt were equally unknown to him. 
Sometimes indeed he raifed himfeif ftronger 
and more lofty in his eloquence, then chiefly, 
when fearful for his weaker brethren, he 
oppofed the arrogance of the illiterate 
Deift, or the worfe jargon of fenfual and 
cold-blooded Atheifm. The clouds of Igno- 
rance, which enveloped their underftandings, 
fleamedup from the pollutions of their hearts: 

he 
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he crouded his falls and bore down upon 
with falutary violence. 

But the qualities which mod exalted John 
Henderson in the eftimation of his 
friends, were his higrh fenfe of honor, and the 
benevolence of his heart : not that honor 
which originates in a jealous love of the 
world's praife, nor that benevolence which 
delights only in publicity of well-doing. 
His honor was the anxious Delicacy of a 
Chriflian, who regarded his foul as a facrcd 
Pledge, that muft forae time be re-delivered 
to the Ahrjighty Lender : his benevolence 
a circle in which Self indeed might be the 
center, but all that lives was the cir- 
cumference. — This tribute of refpeft to thy 
iiamcand virtues, my beloved Henderson ! 
is paid by one, who was once proud to call 
thee Tutor, who once enjoyed thy fiiend- 

ihiix 
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iliip, and who will do honor to thy memory 
til his fpirit refts with thine. 

By thofe who were unacquainted with 
John Henderson's charafter, it may 
naturally be aiked, " What teft has he left 
to the world of the diflingu idled talents afcri- 

bed to him ?" None. 1 am however 

happy in having it in my power to difclofe 
a fentiment he cheriflied, which, whilft it 
teaches humility to the proud, explains the 
caufe of that filence fo generally regretted. 
Upon my exprefhng to him fome concern 
at his not having benefited mankind by the 
refult of his deep and varied inveiligations 
— he replied, " More men become writers 
" from ignorance than from knowledge. — 
*' Many claims to originality muft be pro- 
*' nounced null, unlcfs the Authors can 
*' convift their forefathers ot plagiarifm. 
*' — Let us think flowly and write late." 

Thus 
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Thus the vaftnefs and variety of his acquire- 
ments, and the diffidence of his own mental 
maturity alike prevented him from illumina- 
ting mankind, till Death called him to gra. 
duatein a fphere more favourable to the range 
of his foaring and comprehenfive mind. — He 
died at Oxford in November, 1788, in the 
32d year of his age ; of which Univerfity for 
feme years he had been the pride and orna- 
ment. 

It would be wrong to clofe this brief 
account of John Henderson without 
naming two other qualities with which he 
was eminently endowed ; fiilf, the afcen- 
dancy he had acquired over his tempe'^. 
There are moments in which, from a variety 
ofcaufes, mod perfons are fufceptible of a 
tranfient irritability ; but the oldeft of his 
friends never beheld him otherwife than 
calm and collc6fed : it was a flate of mind 

he 
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he retained under ail circumftances, * and 
which to his Pupils he never failed forcibly 
to inculcate, together with that unfliaken 
firmnefs of mind which encounters the un- 
avoidable misfortunes of this life without 
repining, and that from the nobleft principle, 
from a convi6i;ion that they are regulated by 
Him who cannot err, and who in his feverefl 
allotments defigns only our ultimate good ; in 
a letter to one of them he exprelTf^s himfelf, 
" See that you govern your PafTions. What 
" {hould grieve us but our infirmities ? what 
" make us angry but our own faults ? a man 
" who knows he is mortal, and that all the 

*' world 

* As a Proof of his felf command, the following cir- 
- eumftancc may be adduced ; during his rcfidence at 
Oxford. A Student of a neighbouring College, proud 
of his logical acquirements, was folicitous of a private 
difputation with the lenowncd Henderson : fome 
mutual fiiends introduced him ; and having chofen his 
fubjeft, they convcrfed for fome time with equal candor 

and 
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*' world will pafs away, and by and by feem 

" only like a tale — a Tinner wbo knows his 

" fufferings are all lefs than his fins, and de- 

" figned to break him from them — one who 

*' knows that every thing in this v/orld is a 

" feed that will have its fruit in Eternity — 

*' that GOD is the beft — the only good 

*' Friend — that in him is all we want — that 

" every thing is ordered for the befl — fo 

" that it could not be better, however we 

*' take it ; he who believes this in his heart 

*' is happy. Such be you — may you always 

" farewell, 

and moderation; but Henderson's Antagonift per- 
ceiving ,is confutation inevitable (forgetting the charac- 
ter of a Gentleman, and with a refentment engendered 
by his former arroaance) threv^ a full glafs of wine in hi-s 
face: Henderson v» Uhout alienng his fealuresor chan- 
ging his pofuion, gently wiped his face, and then coolly re- 
plied, " This Sir is a digression: now for the Argument." 
It is hardly ncrcITury to add, the infult was rcfentcd by 
the Company's turning the a jrcflor out of the room. 
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" farewell, — be the friend of GOD ! again 
*' farewell." 

The other quality referred to, was, the 
siviplicify and condescension of his manners : 
irom the gigantic ftature of his mind, he was 
enabled to trample down his pigmy com- 
petitors : and qualified to enforce his un- 
queftioned fuperiority ; but his mind was 
SOFT, his manners unassuming, and his 
bofom the receptacle of all the social 

AFFECTIONS. 

It is thefe virtues alone which can difarm 
Superiority of its terrors, and make the 
eye, which is raifed in wonder, beam at the 
fame moment with affeftion. There have 
been intelleftual as well as civil defpots, 
whofe motto feems to have been, " Let them 
*' hate, provided they fear." Such men may 

K triumph 
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tiiumph in their tiemendous pre-eminence ; 
but they will never, as was John Hender- 
son, be followed by the Child, loved by the 
Ignorant, yet emulated by the Wife. 



John Henderson was buried in St, George's 
Church-Yard, Kingswood, two miles from 
Briftol. — The following Epitaph was written 
for his tomb-ftone : 

Sculptor, forbear ! nor feek the chifel's aid 
To add a mole-hili to a mount of fame : 
Say, humble flone, here Henderson is laid. 
And bear the beR of Epitaphs — his name. 
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Il ROM the deep anguifh of a wounded mind, 
When no relief my troubled foul could find ; 
When funk my breaft at enmity's dark frown, 
And like a flood th' ungodly bore me down : 
I felt the crimes to which my heart was prone, 
That youth had cherifh'd, or that age had known ; 
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And trembling at the black and cbuntkfs train, 

Saw Hell in triumph fhake her giant chain. 

Then on the mercy of my God I thought, 

Whofe guardian power, thro' infancy, had brought 

My wayward fpirit, and to manhood's form 

Shelter'd my head through many a wintry ftorm. 

Fir'd with affeftion's holy flame I cry'd, 

Thee will I love, oh Lord, the Patriarch's guide ! 

Thee will I love, for thou the fword canft wield 1 

Thee will I love, oh Lord, my mighty fliield ! 

When thofe who hale thy law again ft me came, 
Mock'd me to fcorn, and curft Jehovah's name ; 
While thro' th' applauding land their raiHngs flew, 
I call'd upon the God my fathers knew. 
That God, whofe word upholds the rolling ftars, 
Tho' ferved by Seraphs in their Sun-girt cars ! 
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Tho' ftorms and tempefts form his awful train 1 
And Angels hymn a never-ending ftrain ! 
Tho' all the orbs the midnight heavens difplay. 
And all the fans that throng the milky vv^ay, 
Hang on his fmile for life ! he fmiles on all, 
Yet ftoops to hear the good man's fecret call ! 
He mark'd the foes my forrowing heart abhorr'd, 
Whofe bitter tongues had flander'd Ifrael's Lord; 
He faw the worm revolting at its God, 
And bade the vallies quake, the mountains nod. 

Now from the realms above, the Lord of light, 
Downward to earth direfts his beaming flight. 
WhilflHeaven, all darknefs, mourns no God-head nigh, * 
He glides ferene, amid the ftormy fls.y ! 
Moves, undiflurb'd, tho' lightnings blaze around ! 
Tho* bellowing whirlwinds fhake creation's bound ! 

* The Pbrsonahty of Deity is agreeable to the tenor 
of the Pfalm, 
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DreadlefSj the terrors he had rais'd, furveys, 
And while aghaft the trembling Cherubs gaze, 
Withthought all-mighty calms each follower's mind. 
And rides upon the pinions of the wind. 

Hark ! from the clouds convulfive thunders break ! 
From either pole Earth's central Caverns fhake ! 
Their heads, in duft, the foreft tall Pines hide ! 
The lofty Cedars rock on every fide ! 
Mountains and hills, in wild confufion nod ; 
Before the wind of Heaven — before the voiceof God. 

Now thepa^e hofl, who late high Heaven could dare 
Shrink as the bright blaze darts its forked glare ; 
And, (Iretch'd on crags, immur'd inraylefs den. 
Trembling retire the impious fons of men. 
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The Lord was wrath : when darknefs veil'd the fky ! 
He frown'd, and difcord jarr'd the worlds on high ! 
Then the foundations of the earth appear'd ; 
Ocean, uptorn, her deeoeft channels rear'd ; 
Whilft Nature, rifing from her fecret bed, 
In fpeechlefs anguifh waves her hoary head ; 
Starts, as the whirlwind trayerfes the air, 
Andjfhiv'ring, dreads her laft fliort moment near. 

He, who prepar'd creation's varyed form, 
Who Ipeaks majeftic in the midnight ft^rm, 
Whofe word dillolves the pillars of the fky, 
Whilfl as a fcroU the Heavens are pafled by ; 
Lives not alone to raife the view fublime, 
Moves not indifferent to the deedb of time, 
But, pafting mortal thought! indin.s his ear. 
To man's repentant figh and coiitiiie tear. 
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Thee well we love, oh Lord ! unchanging friend ! 
To thine abode our grateful fongs fhall tend ; 
For thou canfl raife us from the fdent duft, 
And art our friend, our fortrefs, and our truft. 

Shall ought prefcribe the limits of thy reign ? 
Boundlefs as Heaven ! 'tis impotent and vain ! 
Whofe lifted arm no hoftile power can bind ; 
Scattering its foes upon the tempell's wind. 
Our God fuftains the glowing orb of day ; 
He bade the pale Moon beam a milder ray ; 
He call'd, from nothing, countlefs Suns to burn; 
He fpeaks, — and back to nothing they return. 
May we refign'd behold his arrows fly, 
Nor dare provoke his judgments left we die. 
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NTEMPERANCE ! King of Death's ayehov'rlTig train. 
How many thorns o'erfpread thy drear domain ! 
How many miriads round thy temple flee, 
And LIFE, and HONOR, facrifice to thee. 
What wild conceit allures their fleps away, 
Round thine eternal ice-bound realm to flray ? 
Where never Worth furveys the fteril fphere. 
Where never Pleasure views Contentment near. 
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RICARDO, once the theme of ev'ry fong, 
Thro' early life fequefler'd, paft along ; 
His Mother taught his infant thought to rife, 
Up where Creation's Founder gems the fkies ; 
Improved his heart from white-rob'd Virtue's flore, 
Enlarged his mind with fcientific lore, 
Taught him to root-out prejudice, nor care. 
Splendor, and pomp, and artificial glare^ 
Which caught the vulgar eye, which rais'd the vulgar ftare. 
And thus, by tears obflrufted, would fhe fay, 
" Let me, the debt thy Father owed thee, pay. 
" How few of all the countlefs fons of men, 
" Run the full round of threefcore years and ten ! 
** How much does VICE curtail life's little thread, 
'* And fwell the army of inglorious dead! 
" Shun the dark Fie nd, before whofe jaundiced eye 
*' Creation frowns, and Tempefls fweep the fky. 
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<* In all thy ftrides o'er learning's thorny ground 
*' Let not Conceit within thy breaft be found. 
<' What tho' thy foul enlighten'd bur ft her tomb, 
" And call fair fcience from her cloifter'd gloom ; 
" Yet, if with all, foft Modesty fhould die, 
*< And lordly Pride diftend thy tow'ring eye ; 
" The fdver ftream of happinefs 'twill ftem, 
*« And rob thy bofom of its brighteft gem. 
" Humility ! that gift by Heaven beftow'd, 
" ToWoRTH'sbrightTemple points thecertainroad 
'• Imparts to Learning's pinion, angel power, 
" And adds new graces to the bending flower.'* 

Not more enlarg'd his mind than fair his face, 
His manly form the feat of ev'ry grace ; 
No lurking, mean fufpicion damp'd his breaft; 
No intereft fway'd the friendfhip he profeft ; 
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No little cunning clos'd his fuU-orb'd eye ; 
Which, forward glancing, beam'd with Majefty ; 
And as he Ipake of TRUTH his face would fhine, 
And as he told her worth 'twas melody divine. 

Amid the Paflions brave which moft adorn 
The breaft of man, in life's unclouded morn ; 
He was not left to mourn, thy empire, LOVE! 
And, thro' a Worldof Flowers, unconfcious rove: 
CASSANDRA, dear to all whom virtue fway'd, 
The Youth had long his heart's beft homage paid. 

Pride of her fex, Cassandra liv*d to pleafe, 
Polite with dignity, referved with eafe ; 
Prompt to relieve the figh, affuage the tear ; 
In friendfliip fledfaft, and in love fincere* 
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As thro' the flow'ry vale the fond pair flray*d, 
Or wander'd lonely thro' the foreft glade ; 
The fair-one's lily hand Ricardo preft, 
And told the love that warm'd his glowing bread : 
And when the Maid would fay, '' O flatt'ring Youth, 
'• Does on thy words attend immortal truth ?" 
As light'ning quick Ricardo would, reply, 
«• Pride of my heart, and idol of my eye, 
'' If everfalfe this throbbing bread fhall prove, 
'* If ever. other than Cassandra love ; 
May I ! purfued by heart-di drafting woe, 
Scorn'd by mankind, thro' earth unfhelter'd go. 

Ricardo yet of life had little known. 
Nor felt the crimes to which his heart was prone ; 
Nor knew the toils, clad in feduftive drefs, 
That lure unthinking Youths to wrctchednefs. 

h 
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RiCARDo's friends had urged him to furvey, 
The varying charms which diftant climes difplay; 
To (lore his mind with more than books could teach. 
And wifdom gain beyond the vulgar reach. 
A Tutor foon they found to bear him part: 
Calm were his words, buttempeft was his heart. 
This world of fhadows and this life of toil, 
Where Virtue drooping feeks a better foil : 
This world fo fiU'd with barrennefs and fhade, 
To all his views a dark horizon made. 
Yet could he tell what Greek or Roman tcld 
Of Monarch heartlefs, or Plebeian bold ; 
What Chieftains, Kings, and Senators were found 
in councils honoi'd, or in wars renown'd. 
To know what virtues other minds had known, 
lie deem'd enough lo conftitute his own ; 
For in his bveafl no love of ti-uth remained 
His grov'ling foul deceit and falfhood chain'd j 
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He own'd no pitying eye that loved to flow, 
When Grief in fadnefs told a brother's woe ; 
No foot that toil'd another's good to gain, 
No heart that throbb'd to eafe a brother's pain; 
Wrapt in himfelf, he caft the world behind, 
And found in his reward, the world he fcorn'd, unkind. 

RiCARDo, ere thro' Gallia's realm he mov'd, 
Was modell;, chafte, and all that Virtue lov'd; 
But, doom'd to meet the Gambler's deadly creuj, 
They foon within their toils Ricardo drew ; 
And whilft they ftript hispurfejwith courteous guile, 
Poison'd his bofom with their converfe vile. 

The youth, who long contending with the wave, 
Marks the high furge, and hears the tempeft rave, 
Whilfl in a moment o'er the veilel's fide. 
Mails, cords, and fails are fwallow'din the tide ^ 
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Surveys the ftormy fcene with faultering breathy 
And dreads in every blaft the Form of Death : 
Yet, if the Hull be found, he flill may fhare 
A Father's bleffing and a Mother's care. 
So, he who fails on Pleafure's rocky fea, 
At length may mark the crags and danger fict : 
Trembling furvey the quick fands he has croft : 
But, when the MIND is poisoN'd, all is loft.. 
A world unknown Ricardo's eye perceives, 
And once-lov'd paths now unregretted leaves. 
Tumult and noife he feeks with endlefs care, 
Flies to elcape Remorse's frightful glare, 
Joins in the fong, extends the circling fume, 
And fills his Bumper to, — he cares not whom<^ 
Hears gentle Confcience whifper, but in vain, 
Drinks with the Drunkard, fwears with the Profane 
Recounts their toafts and tales with cordial glee, 
And laughs moft loud ^t thee, oh Chastity ! 
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When injur'd Virtue leaves her calm retreat, 
Vice foon fupplies the defolated feat; 
When once the bofom fcorns her mild controul. 
Ten thoufand evils crowd upon the foul, 

Cassandra now no longer fans his flame, 
The fcoul of Hatred rifes at her name : 
For Love, chafhe Love, difdains the vicious breaft. 
And blooms alone where Virtue fits care ft. 

Two years elaps'd in Folly's baneful train. 
The youth refolvcs to vifit home again : 
His form, which once might with Adonis vie, 
His ftep matur'd, and meditating eye, 
His placid brow which fpake fuperior fenfe. 
His honeft fmile, and look of diffidence ; 
Now like a dream remain'd ; whilfl pale and wan 
The prefent fhape difgrac'd the former man. 
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With heftic cough he flowly mov'd along, 
Whifper'd his joke, or faintly humm'd his fong ^ 
Till in due time he faw the village dome, 
Till with decrepid ftep he reach'd his home. 

With heart entranc'd his Mother ran to greet ; 
"' My fon ! my Ton 1" fhe cried, " 1 heard his fee^, 
" I heard his well-known voice, or feem'd to hear!" 
I am your fon, reply'd his fhadow near, 
'• Impofler vile ! thou flanderer of the youth I 
'* My fon look'd modeft, and hisfmile was truth. 
** But if thou art my /on !" the mother faid, 
^' At what curfl fhrine had thou thine homage paid ? 
'-' What Fiend of Hell uptore fair Virtue's fence, 
'* And robb'd thy beaming eye of innocence ?" 

With fleps all faltering, and with looks all hate, 
Scarce could his feeble limbs fupport their weight " 



A MORAL TALE. 143 

For Vice in her dark train had held him long, 
And charm'd him with her foul-feducing fong ; 
And led his footfteps by her twilight gleam, 
Till on the verge of Death's oblivious flream. 

Far from thofe fcenes Ricardo render'd dear, 
Cassandra pad her hours, and llrove to cheer 
The tedious moments of his lengthen'd flay, 
In iifl'ning to the homely Roundelay 
Of Scotia's Ruftics, when at filver eve 
They met to fing or mazy circle weave ; 
But flill the Maiden's heart to love was true. 
But ftill Ricardo's image was in view, 
Still for his fake fhe felt her bofom burn, 
And when the tidings came of his return, 
With anxious joy and palpitating breaft, 
She fought the travell'd Youth, by fancy drePt 
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In all the charms that Love could pifture forth, 

In beauty, honor, dignity, and worth; 

And as his room fhe enter'd with delight, 
(Where, feebly ghmmering, beam'd a taper's light) 
She cafl: her eye with willful glance around, 
And on a diftant Couch Ricardo found : 
Stretch'd as in death his fenfelefs members lay : 
His eye, erfl gleaming with effulgent ray, 
At fair Cassandra's fight, now round her ffray'd, 
Nor fhow'd emotion at the once-lov'd Maid, 

As when a Lamb, by angry lightnings flain, 
Extended lies upon the ftorm-drench'd plain ; 
SomeneighbouringSHEPHERDjdoubtfulof the caufe, 
With anxious fhep around the fuff'rcr draws ; 
Unknowing, firft, if 'tis his fleecy charge, 
Or one of flocks that range the plain at large; 
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Till, clofer pitying, — piteous is his ftate, 
He knows the wanderer, and deplores his fate. 

So fair Cassandra, trembling, view*d his face ; 
What once was lovely, fancied fhe could trace \ 
And now in doubt remain'd ; till, by his eye 
She faw indeed Ricardg's felf was nigh; 
Startling and wild, exclaim'd the forrowing Maid, 
*' And art thou he to whom my vows were paid ? 
" For whom my prayers (regardlefs of repofe) 
" Have linger'd through the night till morn arofe ? 
'« What means that alter'd cheek? that fudden ftart ? 
" That cold, cold look that petrifies my heart ?" 
She paus'd awhile ; — when, on her lift'ning eafj— - 
RicARDo breath'd his laft. — In wild amaze. 
On his clos 'd eye Cassandra fix'd her gaze : 
When, — low fhe funk upon his breathlefs clay, 
And thus with foul all agoniz'd did fay ; 
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Cold is my heart, and dim my aching fight ; 
The day-ftar of my hope is funk in night. — 

And as fhe homeward thro' the church-yard ftray 'd 
And mark'd a tomb beneath a yew-tree's fhade ; 
This be my lot, fhe cry'd; and let me be, 
Clos'd in one grave, my better self, with thee. 
But fifteen funs had fpread their radiance wide, 
Before Cassandra droop'd her head and died; 
And bury'd was the Maid ciofe by her Lover's fide. 

And when to prayers the Sunday church bells toll, 
And neighbouring Rustics, mufing as they flrolJ, 
The new rais'd mound of fair Cassandra pafs, 
And mark the red earth fpotted o'er with grafs ; 
A deep-toned figh belpeaks their burthen'd hearts, 
Whilflevcrfromtheireyes the tear unconfcious darts. 
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Even the old Sexton, whom no common fate 
Stops in his road, and leads to contemplate, 
Here, paufes fad, and to the Children nigh, 
Tells, that beneath a haplefs couple lie ; 
The Youth who once a matchlefs Fair admired, 
Till vice prevail'd, and love and life expired : 
The Ma ID, who mark'd the change, with wafting care, 
And died at laft the Viftim of defpair. 
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O ! dauntlefs, go ! the Sire of Pelew cry'd. 



Long have I rear'd thee with unfleeping care, 
*' Child of thy Father's love! But now prepare 
*« To crofs the green fea perilous and wide, (i) 
** Thefe Grangers, Lee Boo! be thy future guide. 
*< For know, my fon, beyond the ifles I fway 
'* Of Oroolong or Keth, or Corooraa, (2) 
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" Still other lands in fmiling verdure rife, 

«« And other oceans fwcep reclining fkies. 

" I fee thy young eye fparkle at the tale ! 
<• Yes, with thefe daring English fhalt thou fail ; 
<' With them dire6l the Bark of towering form, 
" And ride like them triumphant thro' the ftorm. (3) 

** King of thefe iiles, a long and glorious reign ! 
'• Has Abba Thulle liv'd, nor liv'd in vain ! 
*' His fubjefts fmile beneath his equal Iway, 
" And new-born pleafures charm each opening day ^ 
** His envying foes gaze at his empire vafh, 
" Yet from his arm uplifted — fhrink aghaft. 
" The wifdom which his far-fam'd Sires pofleft 
*• Has long and amply Abba Thui.le bleft; 
<« None better know the Plantain grove to rear, 
*' Tq cleave the tree, or launch the maffy fpcari 
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" To guide with nicer fkill the fea-form'd knife, (4) 
'•' Or fave from fierce difeafc the fufferer's Hfe. 
'• Yet hear, tlie unheard tidings I proclaun! 
'• Hear me, my fon ! and mark my kindling fliame ! 
'' As fhrink the fea-mifls from the wilder'd eye, 
*' When the warm fun refulgent mounts the fky ; 
*• So from the fklU thefe unknown Whites difplay, 
''• Your father's high-prlz'd wifdom dies away." 

The aflonifli'd youth awhile his thoughts fuppreil ; 
Then, rous'd by wonder, thus his Sire addrefl : 
" What ! does the world a difbant I lie contain,. ;,5) 
" That has not learn'd great Abba Thulle's reign i' 
«' Methought the Sun for thee refplendent fhone, 
<« And that the (lars were form'd for us alone : 
'' Hadll thou not told me other parts there were, 
•« With feas as fpacious, and with lands as fair ; 

M 
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*' Viewing thefe blue-vein'dftrangers on thy earth;(6) 

*' Ifhouldhavejudg'd the waveshadgiv'n them birth! 

" Their fkins fo foully white ! unknown their tale 

*• Their limbs fo fetter'd5(7) and their teeth fo pale ! (8) 

" But though no Bones like ours their arms array, (9] 

" Nor healthful brown their fickly forms diiplay ; 

'•' Yet, why jQiould colour change the feeling mind ? 

«* In being men, I love my fellow-kind : 

'* And, as the Sire of Lee Boo bids his fon, 

*' The thorn- ftrew'd path of duty, boldly run 

" Fearlefs and calm I quit my father's throne 

*' To brave the dangrers of a world unknown. 

o 

*' Yet let me afl<, fhall we, fo weak a band, 

" Dread the fierce vengeance of no mightier hand ? 

«' No !" cried the father, " legions may affail, 
" But where the daring race that fhall prevail ? 
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<^ When Artingall prov'd faithlefs to her truft, (lo) 
'• And laid thine Uncle proftrate in the dull ; 
'• When my fierce wrath againft hertreach'ry rofe 
'• And hofts prepared to fcourge thy father's foes ; 
*« Awhile we ftrove, awhile we hurl'd the fpear, 
'* Yet faw we not exultant triumph near : 
" But, when thefe white men, merciful, yet brave, 
" Born to fubjeft the earth, and rule the wave I 
" When thefe our fquadrons led, fwift as the wind, 
^' Our foes, retreating, left the palm behind : 
•' Then fear not, child ! to leave thy native ifle, 
*' And on thy kindred cad a parting fmile. 
" I would not, Lee Boo ! urge thee thus to roam 
*^ O'er the wide ocean, from thy peaceful home, 
'' Did not the hope infpire thy father's breaft, 
" That, ere his bones beneath the cold fod reft, 
" The countlefs arts thefe ftrangers hither bore, 
'' Should richly thrive on Pelew's favour'd fliore, 

M2 
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'' Thou on the morrow's dawn (halt join the band, 

" About to leave thy father's fruitful land ; 

'' The flormy ocean thou flialt nobly dare, 

" And foon exulting to thy country bear, 

" Newsoftheclimeso'er which thy feet have ftray'd 

" And tidings of atchievements there difplay'd : 

*' And, when triumphant from the tracklefs way 

" Thy feet return, and diftant arts difplay ; 

'' The choiceft Bone fhall tell thy well-earn'd praife, 

''• A Rupack's honors crown thy future days." (ii) 

'' Thank thee, my Sire !" the youth rejoicing faid: 
*' The untrodden path will Lee Boo dauntlcfs tread : 
^' Pie fliall furvey what other lands there are, 
'' Improvement learn from Pelew'silles afar; 
" Collc6l of all his fcepter'd Sire would fee, 
" And hope for happinefs in pleafingthee. 
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** And, when the appointed moons their eourfe fliall run, 
^' Ere back to Pelew turns thy wandering Ton ; 
<» Then fliall he charm thee with the wonderoustale 
«• Of all the dangers that beFel his fail ; 
*• Recount, with tears of tranfport in his eye, 
'' Each fearful whirlwind roaring throucrh the fky^ 
<• Each feahe travers'd, and each country new, 
<• Since to his Father's arms he bade adieu. 

" But to my Dorack now the news I bear, 
'•' Receive herblelfing, and her tranfport fliarc." 

And now the youth enraptured urg'd his way, 

To where his Dorack's fecret dwclUng lay ; 

» 
And, when arriv'd upon the caufeway nigh ''i'.>) 

Catching her Lee Boo's pleafure-fpeaking eye, 

She rofe to meet the idol of her heart, 

And in his fudd^n tranfport claim'd a part„ 
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" Oh, my fond Dorack ! I have news to name 
'« That ihall with joy thy throbbing heart inflame ; 
" Know then, from Pelew, with thefe ftrangers fair, 
*< Is Lee Boo fixt their glorious lot to fliare ! 
<' To roam with them the tracklefs ocean o'er, 
" And fearch with them the world's remotcft fhore : 
*' For. hear with wonder! where the blue-edg-'d main 
'' Connects the heavens in one continued chain ; 
'•' Or, farther fliil, beyond the verge of fight, 
" Where all is blifs fupreme and endlefs light, 
" A race of white men dwell, who, like the fky,(i3) 
" Deal forth their thunder, and ten ihoufand die ! 
'' Thefe are my friends ! with them I crofs the fea, 
^^ Pleas'd with the opening world, and mourning only theci 
" And when returning to my native ifle, 
•^^ Weary'd with toil, I feek thy cheering fmile, 
«' Whilfl all I have lies profhrate at thy feet, 
^' Oh, with v/hat untold tranfport fhall we meet ! 
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°* Give me thy bleffing, Do rack, e'er I ftray, 
^' And oft will I recount thy praifes far away.'* 

" When doeft thou go ? and how?" the Maiden cries. 
Pale turn'd her cheeks, and wildly beam'd her eyes. 

The Youth reply 'd, half wond'ring at the fight, 
Whilft rude conje£lure lent her dubious light ; 
'' Even now, my Dorack ! do I wait to fhare 
*'• Thy fervent bleffing and thy parting prayer.'* 

'' What phantom of the ever-reftlcfs brain 
** Has thy poor mind pofiefl ? refrain! refrain ! 
'* Do not hereafter for thy raflmefs weep ! 
'« Nor feek to tade the perils of the deep ! 
■" Let thefe ftrange white men from our coafl retire, (14) 
«= And thou contented fojourn with thy fire." 
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" My Father bids me go, with purpofe ftern, 
" And now impatient waits his fon's return." 
*^ Ah, fay not fo ! the trembhng Maid reply 'd, 
*' I Cannot let thee crofs the ocean wide !" 
(She paus'dj and from the tumult of her foul 
Adov/n her cheek the tear unconfcious flole.) 

To her the Youth, '' O ceafe that bitter woe, 
'' Not for myfclf but Pelew's realm I go." 

When thus the Maiden urged her foft reply, 
'• Live with thy friends, nor from thy Do rack. fly. 
' • Why fhouldft thou wifli to leave thy peaceful home, 
*' And thro'the world with pale-faced Grangers roam. 
*' To quit the land where every joy arofe, 
" To rouze thine heart or lull it to repofe ? 
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Where fmiling plenty all her dainties fpread! 
'*^ And light-robed Pleafure play'd around thy head ! 
*^ Wholike thy racefuch ponderous fpears can throw? 
'' Where can fuch Yams regale or Chinam grow ? (15) 
'• What clime like ours her plaintain grove can boafl? (16) 
'• Her palm-tree foreft, and her fhell-lin'd coaft? 
" To cure the reftlefs wandering of thy mind, 
<• Thoufeek'fl ondiflant fliores, that peace to find 
'• Which only thrives byFriendfliip'shallow'd fide ; 
'• Where fouls congenial (lem misfortune's tide." 

'• I would not leave thee thus, the Youth reply'd, 
«« Thou be ft of womankind ! mine only pride ! 
«• Did I not truft again thy fmile to meet, 
«' And lay my humble offerings at thy feet : 
«• Without thy cheering fmile the world would cloy^ 
'« And mvrobb'd bofom ftarve with all its joy." 
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Faintly, and flow, the drooping Maiden faid, 
Whilft the wind whiftling fhook herreeden fhed. (17) 
" Should'ft thou, by Folly urged, from Pelew roam, 
" And chance condufl; thy florm-beat vefTel home, 
*' No Do rack's eye flialllive to fee the hour! 
'' No DoRAc k's bloffoms deck thy favourite bower ! 
«' But, ftern-brow'd Death behold her mourn for thee 
" And, pitying, fet her drooping fpirit free." 

«' Ah, fay not fo !" the fliiv'ring Youth reply 'd, 
«' Nay ! more I tell thee," urg'd thepromifed bride, 
<' If, fway'd by madnefs, thou thefe councils fpurn 
«' Never, ah never fliall thy feet return ! 
*' I fee thy cold corfe float before mine eye ! 
" Tell me, loved Youth ! oh vA\y will Lee Boo die ? 
*' What can this grief-corroded bofom know 
*^ But one eternal round of phrenzyincr ^voc 
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'• Whilft wandering on the beach I mark the furge, 
" And hear the hoarfe wind fing its mournful dirge ? 
^' Thinking how thy little bark fhalt fave, 
*• Amid the driving blaft, the mountain wave. 
«' Then will reflexion bring thefe warnings near, 
" And cold Remorfe his thorn-flrew'd altar rear ; 
'» Exulting force.your conquer'd heart to bend, 
^' And call on Death, your flern, but only friend. 

«' Exclaim'd theYouth, '' My Dorack, dry thy tear, 
^4 Let nobler views thy finking bofom cheer; 
^' What tho' thy Lee Boo wander far away, 
'« And thou deplore each long and cheerlefs day ; 
^' Think of the caufe, for which he dares the tide, 
«' And bid thofe bofom-rending tears, fubfide. 
*' For tho' the mild affe6lion of thine eye, 
•« No other Maid may boaft or clime fupply, 
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'•' And tho' refolved, whatever ftorm prevail, 
*'To fmile at danger, and defy the gale ; 
*' Tho' bent to traverfe , far from Pelew's fhore, 
*' Seas fpreading vaft, and realms unknown before. 
'' Yet at thy name his fecret tear fhall flow ! 
*•' For thee his heart with fixt affe£lion glow ! 
*' And whilft he wanders through the world afar, 
«' Thy form fhall hover round in midnight's fliadowy 
car.' 
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" Vain are your words," reply 'd the weeping Maid 
*' We want no flranger's artificial aid, 
«' And tho' no Boats like theirs proteft our coaft, 

" Nor Thula's fons their varying knowledge boafl : 
«' Yet humbler arts our humbler minds polTefs ; 
« Yet, Hill we know enough for happinels. (18) 
" Are they more peaceful ? or more free from woe ? 
<« More true to honor, for the arts they know ? 
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* Haft thou not told me with afcornful frown, 

' Whatdifcords fierce difturb'd their little town }(ig) 
' And when haft thou beheld fuch tumults here ? 
' Our minds are tranquil and our hearts fincere. 
« Ah ! little thinks theYouth who leaves his friends, 
^ And far from home his heedlefs footftep bends ; 
' What deep conflitling pangs his heart may know, 
' What tears unnumber'd from repentance flow, 
' Then fhall he learn his rafh refolves to mourn, 

• And bear the prefling anguifh they have borne* 

'« Rous'd atherforrowing words, theYouth reply 'd, 
«' Soon fhalt thou prove thy Lee Boo's happy bride, 
'• Yet muft he hrft forfake his native (hore, 
'i Yet muft he fir ft thy pricelefs fmile deplore ; 
'• Tho' much he D o R a c k loves, he 1 oves his countiy more. »* 
'• Then I if to plcafe thee in an evil hour, 
The Maiden cry'd, '' thou brave the ocean's powerj 
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" If, recklefs of thy drooping Dorack's pain, 

*« Thou fpurn her councils and her tears difdain ! 

*' Forfake thine home where only thou canft find, 

«' The balm of life and funfhine of the mind ! 

«' And tho'refolved thy Do rack's prayer to fpurn, 

" Defpite her anguifli with thy fhort return ! 

*• Talk of delights thy fearch (hall never find, 

" And boafi: of honors, fleeting as the wind ! 

'' Go! heedlefsgo ! this heart can nurfe its care, 

^' Silent in woe, and calm amid defpair ; 

*' And when its friends enquire the reafon why, 

" Tell with a tear, and anfwer with a figh !'* 

She faid, and flow retiring, in amaze 

Left the defponding Youth awhile to gaze ; 

When, ftarting from a dream, he fmote his breaft, 

And downward pondering fought his nightly reft. 

Now on the eaflern verge of earth, arofe 
Morn's doubtful light, and now it feebly glows 



LEE BOO. 167 

With folitary beam, dill fpreading far 
The lifirig glories veil the morning flar ; 
Till in the burning fky the Sun appears, 
And heavily and grand his form refplendent rears, 

DoRACic, up darting from her fhort repofe, 
Beheld the Sun his earlieft beam difclofe. 
That wave-emerging orb, w ho fe vital force 
Infpires with joy the wide world in his courfe 
Bids countlefs beings fongs of gladnefs raife, 
And mute creation join the grateful praife ! 
To her convey'd a pale heart-freezing light. 
More gloomy than the horrors of the night. 

Now on the fliore a numerous hoft appear. 
Chieftains and Rupacks to the bark draw near ; 
With wonder-fpeaking eyes, behold the fail, 
Each heart exultant, or each vifage pale. 
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As o'er the wat'ry wafte they caft their eyes. 
And hopes or fears for Lee Boo*s fafety rife. 
When the bare Monarch flalk'd acrofs the flrand, 
And courteous hail'd the fmall adventuring band. 

Tho' far removed from Learning's fofteringfway, 
Pafh Abba Thulle's unblefl years away; 
Tho' nurft in realms where fcience never flione. 
And of mankind, unknowing and unknown, 
Yet Heav'n enrich'd him with a princely mind, 
Her noi>le{lgift — the milk of human kind. 
Lie lived his country's piide, her evening ftar, 
Whofe cheering ray defcended wide and far ; 
Spread o'er the land a little dream of light, 
Tho' twinkling, conftant, and tho' humble, bright, 
Fram'd to difplay the great in life and thought, 
Lie lived to teach, himfelf by nature taught. 
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Him foon Lee Boo with penfive look drew near; 
Solemn his ftep, and on his cheek a tear, 

• Why weepeft thou ?" the fire of Peiew cry'd ; 

• Oh ! I have caufe," the downcad Youth reply'd. 
' The Maid, whom mofl my drooping heart adores, 

' For Lee Boa's flay with fantic grief implores: 

• Torn is my bofom, and my purpofe wild; 

' Muillove, or duty, triumph o'er thy child ?" 
To him the Monarch, '• Much I prize thine heart, 

• And {hudder at the hour that bids us part; 

• But when to gain, than all, a nobler name, 

• To raife the fabric of immortal fame ; 

• To learn the truth of v/hat thefe flrangers fay, 

' And bear their arts to Thulle's ides away; (20) 

• No felBQi views fliould obftacles create, 

° Great is t]iy objed ! thy reward be great! 

N 
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" The grandefl principle on man beftovv'd, 

** The noble ft journeyj tho' the rougbeft road, 

«' Is — to toil onward in our Country's good : 

*' So much profefled ! fo little underftood ! 

" This be thy tafk. If not one crofs arife 

" One fond hope blafted, or one facrifice, 

" Where is the Patriot's praife ? prepare thy mind 

'* Full many a dark and ftorm-vext fky to find ; 

" Tempefls, tho' hard, fhall leave the brighter day, 

*« And fhamp the meed pofterity fhall pay. 

" Mind not the Maiden, when thy feet refurn, 

*'* With equal love fhall Do rack's bofom burn ; 

" Her, to his tent, will Abba Thulle take, 

" And doubly prize her for her Lee Boo's fake r 

*« And when thy Bark upon our coaft fliall fail, 

" Thy long-loft Dorack gladd'ning at the tale ; 

'^ Thulle fliall rufh with all a father's pride, 

'' And give the blufliing Maiden to thy Bride. 
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"The veflel waits — one laft glance dart around 

«' Leap to the Bark, and be for ever crowned. 

" Supprefs that tear — thy native valour (how 

" Men fhould difdain to deal in Women's woe." 

Firmnefs may worlds fubdue ! but flill, 'tis hard 
To keep, forever keep, o'er Nature guard ; 
The Monarch's eyes the foft infeftion caught. 
And what his tongue condemn'd, hisconduft taught. 

The filent Youth, fubmiffive bow'd his head, 
Then waved his hand, and to the veffel fped. 
When from the deck, he fpy'd his Dor ack's form, 
Bending in calm fubmiiTion to the Itorm ; 
Cafting a look to Heav'n, whofe glimm'ring light 
Scarce forc'd a palTage thro' her tear-drown'd fight. 
The fails were rais'd, when fwift the Maiden ran 
Down to the Ocean's brink, and thus began. 
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" Go,muchlov'd Youth, urg'd by mad Folly's fway! 
Go, voyage fafe, and profperous be thy way ! 

• Piotefted when each Tweeping blaft arife, 

'And fafe whilftHeaven'sdeftruaivellght'ningflies: 

' And when thy niind fliall feel its wandering nre, 

• In difappointmeiit^s gloomy pOrt expire ; 

Oh may that God, of whom the white n^en tell, (21) 
Have pity on thee ! with my Lee Boo dwell 
From every toil thy forrovvdng heart defend. 
And back to Pelew's I lies thy fteps attend ! 
' But, as thefe eyes no more with joy muft fliine, 
' And never meet the anfwering glance of thine ; 
' Let not this laft fond moment from us slide, 
' And the ftern Bark our kindred fouls divide, 

• M'^ithout one parting hope, cnerifing figh, 

•' That each unguarded v/ord may quickly die : 

• The mutual wifii ! oh, let contention ceafe ! 

« And, if thou mud depart, — depart in peace !'* 



LEE BCO. 173 

Scarce had fhe faid, and as the Youth arofe 
^ lull the Maiden's anguifli to repofe ; 
The lifted canvas caught the rifmg gale, 
And from her aching eye convey'd the llng'ring fail. 

Ah ! never more to Pelew's happy iile. 

Returning with a fond and artlefs fmile, 

Shalt thou recount the wonders thou haft known. 

And claim the much-lov'd DoRACKasthy own. 

Ah ! haplefs Youth, foon fhall thy race be run ! 

Untimely fet thy mildly-beaming Sun! 

And when at laft the mortal debt thou pay, 

Far from thine home, poor bloffom of a day ! 

Thy burfting heart fiiall on thy Do rack dwell, 

And parting v/ith the World, exclaim farewel I 

The little toys which plcas'd thy opening mind, (22) 
E'er o'er thee paft diftemper's ruthlefs wind, 



174 LEE BOO. 

And which thou fondly hoped'fl to difplayj 

When back returning to thy Corooraa, 

Thefe (halt thou leave behind ! fair youth ! mine eye 

Weeps as I write, to think that thou fhould'fl die. 

Thy kindred fad fhall deem their Lee Boo flain ! 
Thy weeping Sire call after thee in vain ! 
And when perceiving at the promis'd time, (23) 
No Ton returning to his native clime; 
Days of unceafmg pain hislieart fnall know, 
And gloomy nights of never-fleeping woe; 
Till Grief fhall daih him with her poifon'd wave. 
And his grey hairs goforrowing to the grave. 

Thy DoRACK too fhall o'er her Lee Boo pore ! 
Each evening wander on the fea lafiit fliore ! 
Each morning roam \vitJi lieart-corrodincr pain. 
And count th.c crags fo ofien pad in vain ! 
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Still, Maiden ! dill, thy haplels path purfue ; 
Still to affedion prove thy bofom true; 
And dwell with all a lover's fond delight, 
When the proud bark fliall crowd upon thy fight : 
But never more {hall Lee Boo call thee dear ! 
And never more his voice thy bofom cheer ! 
The bond of death his once-loved corfe detains ; 
A foreign country holds his cold remains. 
Ah ! why that fudden flart ? that heaving figh ? 
Did'ft thou in fancy fee thy Lee Boo nigh ? 
No! 'twas the wind at which thou (lood'ft aghafl-. 
The fearful howling of the midnight blaft. 
Poor iMaiden, grieve not ! he fhall ne'er complain, 
Tho' ftorms and tempefts heave the raging main ; 
Peaceful, his bones beneath the valley lie, 
Whild the fierce whirlwind fwceps the darken'd (ky. 
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Mourn then a little longer ! tell thy taic 
Of Vv afting anguifh, to the paffing gale ! 
Still count thy Cord, thy wretched lot deplore, 
And nightly wander on the ocean's fliore ! 
Search with the rifing fun the briny verge, 
And trace each fpot upon its foaming furge, 
Cherifh the hope of meetiriCT him acrain, 
Tho' hope be hopelefs, and thy tears be- vain ! 
A little longer only flialt thou ftray, 
Thro' the bleak beatings of thy wintry day! 
On earth a little longer fhalt thou roam, 
E'er Death fiiall call thee to thv laft long home, 

■/ CD ' 

To join beyond life's never-ceafing florm, 
Thy faithful Lee Boo in a Seraph's form. 



NOTES TO LEE BOO. 

NOTE 1. 

To cross the green sea perilciis andzmde. 
■rhe day before the Englifli departed from Pelcvv, 
Abe A Thulle thus addreffed Captain Wilfon ref- 
pefting his Son :-— " I would wifh you to inform Le e 
Boo of ail thino;s which he ought to know, and make 
him an Englishman. The fubje6L of parting with 
my fon I have frequently revolved ; I am well aware 
that the diftant countries he muft cro througrh, differ- 
ing much from his own, may expoie him to dangers 
as well as to difeafes that are unknown to us, in con- 
fequence of which he may die — I have prepared my 
mind for this; I know that death is to all men inevi- 
table, and whether my ion meets this at Pelew 
or elfewhere, it is immaterial. I am fatisfied, from 
what I have oblcrved of the humanity of your cha- 
r after that if he is fick you will be kind to him ; and 

fliould 
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fliould that happen, which your utmoll care cannot 
prevent; let it not hinder you, or your brother, or 
your fon, or any of your countrymenj from returning 
here : I fhall receive you, or any of your people, 
with fricndftiip, and rejoice to fee you again.'* 

NOTE 2. 

Of Or oolongs or Keth, or Korooraa. 
Iflands governed by Abba Thulle, 

NOTE 3. 

And ride like them triumphant through the storm. 
The natives of Pelew were much charmed with 
the eafe with which the Englifh Boats failed in the 
roughed weather, whilft the lead increafe of the 
wind, or rifing of the fca, occafioned their Canoes 
immediately to feek the flioic. 

NOTE 4. 
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NOTE 4. 

To guide with nicer skill the sea-formed knife, 
** Their beft knives were formed of a piece of the 
large molher of pearl oyfter-fhell, ground narrow, 
and the outward side a little polifhed. — The fort 
more common was made of a piece of Mufcle-fhell, 
or of a fplit bamboo, which they fliarpen to an edge 
and render exceedingly ferviceable." 

NOTE 5. 

What ! does the world a distant land contain ? 
**^ It is highly probable that no prior communication 
had taken place between the natives of Pelew and 
the people of any other nation ; that they and their 
anceftry have lived there through a long fuccefTion 
of ao^es, rcp-ardinor themfelves as the Sovereigns of 
the world, and unconfcious that it extended beyond 
the horizon that bounded tlicm. They are now ]eft 

in 
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in the poffeffion of their own unnoticed domains, 

nor is it likely they will be again vilited by Europe- 
ans, as they poffels nothing but Virtue and good 
Se.nse, and live in a country which fupplies no 
materials that iTiav tempt the avarice of mankind to 
difturb their tranquillity. '^ 

NOTE 6. 

Vieiuing these hluc-vtirCd strangers on thy earth. 

Ills luppored that the natives ofPeiewat hrfl con- 

fidered the white hands and faces of the Englifh to 

be an artificial colour, and the blue veins as a mode 

of tattooing^ or painting ; for, after viewing their 

hands, they requeded to fee their arms, fuppofmg 

that they mufl: appear blacky the proper colour ; but 

flill their arms and their bodies prefented the iame 

appearance, leaving the poor Pelevv' people agitated 

■with wonder, till fome other objeft more furprifmg, 



enc-ased their attention. 



NOTE 7. 
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NOTE 7. 

Their limbs so feiiefd. 
As the inhabitants of America fuppofed the Spa- 
niard and his Horse to be but one animal, To the 
natives of Pelew, at hi ft light, believed the Clothes 
of the English to have been parts of their bodies ; 
and though that error was foon reftified, they dill 
thought that all kinds of clothing was an appendage 
that might well be difpenfed with, going themfelves 
perfeftly naked from the fervant to the Monarch, 

/ 

NOTE 8. 

Their teeth so pale, 

I he natives of Pelew were in the general pra£lice 

of ftaining their teeth black, an effea produced by 

combinin(Tthe iuice of Groundsel with four other 

Herbs, and which, being mixed with Chi nam, 

formed a pafte with which they covered the teeth 

for five fucceffivc mornings, lying afterwards for fe- 

Ycral 
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veral hours with their heads on the floor, to let the 
faliva run out of their mouths. 

NOTE 9. 

But tho' no Bones like ours their arms array; 
The order of the Bone was the higheft diflinftion 
that a fubjeft could arrive at in the Iflands of Pe- 
lew : it was worn round the wrift, and originally be- 
longed to feme fifh. The day before Captain Wilfon 
departed from Pelew, Abba Thulle, willing to give 
fome fubflantial evidence of the refpeft he bore him, 
intimated his intention of conferring on him the 
higheft order of the Bone. The ceremony was at- 
tended by all the great people of the Ifland, and 
having been completed, Abba Thuli.e thus ad- 
dreffed Captain Wilfon : — " This Bone muft be 
'' rubbed bright every day, and be preferved as a tef- 
*' timony of the rank you hold amongft us. You 
*' muft valiantly defend this marli of dignify on 

" everv 
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*« every occafion, and never fuffer it to be torn from 
'* your arm but with the lofs of your life." 

« 
NOTE 10. 

When Artingall proved faithless to her trust. 
At a feflival given by the inhabitants of Artin- 
gall to the people of Co rooraa, a brother of Abba 
Thulle, and two of his chiefs, were treacheroully 
flain; in confequence of which the twoiflands com- 
menced hoftilities, and which was terminated, after 
two or three obftinate conflifts, in favour of Abba 
Thulle, by the affifhance he derived from a detach* 
ment of the Englifh w^ith their Fire-arms. 

NOTE 11. 

A Rupack's honors crown thy future days. 
Thofe inhabitants of Pelew on whom had been 
conferred the order of the Bone, became Ru packs 

or 
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or Nobles, of which there were difterent degrees ; 
the' thofe of the highest only were admitted to the 
Councils of the King. 

NOTZ 12. 
And zohen arrived upon the Causeway nigh. 
Leading to all the principal houfes in Pelew, there 
was a Causeway made, about eight feet wide, and 
paved with ftones, to prefcrve which from dirt and 
grafs was the province of the female refidcnts of the 
houfe. 

NOTE 13. 

Who, like the sky^ 



Deal forth their Lightnings and ten thousands die. 
As our comparifons are chiefly taken from fenfible 
ohjefts, an inhabitant of Pelew could compare the 
fire and the report of a great gun to nothing in his cir-^ 

clc 
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cle of knowledge but lightning and thunder: refem« 
bling each other in the found they occafioned, and 
in the effeft they could produce. 

NOTE 14. 

Let these strange white men from our coast retire. 
So furprifing was the white complexion of the 
Englifli to a native of Artingall, that after he had 
been mortally wounded, and in the moment of death, 
upon obferving a white perfon near, he fixed his 
eyes upon him, and fcemed to die imprefTed with 
nothing (o much as the colour of his enemy. 

NOTE 15. 

Where can such Yams regale or Chinam grow ? 

Yams and cocoa-nuts conflituted the principle 

food of the Pelew people. They were alfo in the 

habit of fmoaking the Beetle-nut, and generally 

ftrewed over it a calcined vegct..bh called Chinam, 

o 
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NOTE 16. 
fV/iat clime like curs her Plantain Grove can boaji F 
The inhabitants of Pelew were remarkably fond 
of the plantain and the palm-tree; which they ap- 
plied to many dom.eflic purpofes, and formed of 
them extenfive groves, which prefented a pleafant 
fhelter from the extreme heat of their tropical 
fun« 

NOTE 17. 

Whiljl the wind whistling shook her rceden shed. 
*' Their houfes were raifed about three feet from 
the gicund, placed on large flones ; on ihefe pedef- 
tals the foundation beams weie laid, from whence 
fprang the upright fupports of their lides ; which 
v.- ere crcfTed by other timber grooved together, and 
fa fiened by wooden pins; whilfl the intermediate 
fpaccs were fdkd vp with hAw&oo a?2d palm- leaves." 
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NOTE 18. 
Vet still we know enough for happiness. 
'' The people of Pelew were ftrangers to thofe 
paiTions which ambition excites, to thofe cares which 
affluence awakens. Their exiftence appeared to 
glide along like a fmooth unruffled flream, and their 
happinefs to be fecured to them on the. firmed bafis. 
The little which Nature and Providence fpread 
before them, they enjoyed with a contented cheer- 
fulnefs ; nor were their bofoms habituated to che- 
rifh wiflies which it was not in their power to gra- 
tify. In fcenes of pleafant vicifiitude and patient 
induftry their years of fleeting life paff'ed on." 

NOTE 19. 

What discords jitrcc disturb'' d their little town ? 

*' The cook and the cook's afl. flant having been 

very nc' liszent in their bufmefs, fpoilincr often the 

rice, and being fufpecled ot appropriating to them- 
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felves part of the very fmall quantity of meat they 
could afford to boil with it, they were publicly 
arraigned, and fentenced to receive a flogging." 
From this circum fiance, and a quarrel between two 
of the crew, in which one of them was wounded 
in the head with a ftone, the idea might have ori- 
ginated concerning the dilTentions in the Englifh 
fettlement. 

PAGE 168. 
He liv'd to teachy himself, by Nature taught. 
*• In regard to the excellent man who ruled over 
thefe children of Nature, in every part of his con- 
duft he difcovered himfelf firm, noble, graci(.>us, 
and benevolent ; there was a dignity in all his man- 
ners, and a warmth and fenfibility in his heart, that 
demanded the admiration of all. The {lren,g,th of 
his underflanding would have given him a marked 
preeminence over his contemporaries, in whatever 
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portion of the globe Providence might have placed 
him. Christianity would have made him a better 
man ; yet, let thofe who acknowledge her precepts, 
contemplate the character of Abba Thulle, and 
blufh for their own deficiencies." 

NOTE 20. 

And bear their arts to TludWs isles away. 

Nothing difcovered more the ftren^th of Abba 
Thulle's mind, and the regard he bore his country, 
than the voluntary offer of his Son, to accompany 
Captain Wilfon to England : he had to contend 
with che feelin'^s of nature and the adiiionitions of 
fear ; but, thefe being contralled with his people's 
good, he forgot all other confiderations, and fent 
his b.. loved Son to acquire thofe Arts, which con- 
ftituted the fuperiority of Engliflimen. 



/T^^' 
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PAGE 21. 



Oh may that God, qfzvhom the white-men telly 
Have pity on thee I 

From I'everal obfervations it appears, that the 
natives of Pelew were not infenfible to religious 
impreffions of fome kind or other. They obferved 
the dated duties of the English ; and it is difficult 
to fuppoie, that in an interview of three months, the 
God whom they adored fhould not have been made 
known to the natives. It is probable that this fub- 
lime and reafonable doftrine would find accefs to 
their minds, with a facility proportioned to the 
faintnefs of the impreiTions they were already in 
poffeflion of of a furrJlar kind ; and, as their impref- 
fions, of this naturs'j are acknowledged to have 
been but faint, it may not be deemed unreafonable 
to place fach a fentiment as the preceding in the 
mouth of Dor AC K. 
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PAGE 22. 

The little toys which pleased thy opening mind. 
" When Lee Boo found no hope was entertained 
of his recovery, he took Mr, Sharp by the hand; 
and, fixing his eyes fhedfaftly upon him, with ear- 
neftnefs faid, Good friend, when you go to Pelew. tell 
Abba Thulle that I^ee Eoo take much drink to make 
fmall pox go away, hut he die ; that the Captain and 
-M()^/zL-r (meaning Mrs. Wilson) very kind — all En- 
glish very good men : — was much sorry he could notjpeak 
to the King the number of fine things the English had 
gut. Then he reckoned what had been given him as 
prefcnts, which he vviflied Mr. Sharp would diflri- 
bute, when he went back, among the Chiefs ; and 
requeued that very particular care flrould be taken 
of a pail of blue glafs barrels, or pedellals, which he 
diretled m.ght be given to the King. Among the 
litile propcri)' which he left behind him, there were 
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fouiu-. oe th. the ftoncs or feeds of mOxH: oi- 

thc frailb Ik. ]\a.d taPced 'n England. carefuUv and 
feperately put up. From fuch a mind, what might 
not have been expcftcd." 

NOTE 23. 
jind when perceiving at the prowdi'd tijne, 
'' The evening before the Englifli failed the 
King afked Captain Vv'ilso.v, how long it miorlit be 
before his Son returned to Pelew ; and beino- told 
it would probably be about thirty moons, or mi^ht 
chance to extend to hx more, Abba Thulle drew 
from his bafket a piece of line ; and, after makino- 
thirty knots upon it, a litdc diftance from each other 
left a long fpace \ and then, adding fix others, care- 
fully put it by.'' 
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